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Notice 


The  attention  of  all  purchasers  is  directed  to  the  following: 
This  work  is  fully  protected  under  the  copyright  laws.  Viola- 
tions of  the  Copyright  Law  are  punishable  by  fine  or  imprison- 
ment, or  both. 

The  royalty  fees  for  performance  of  this  play  by  amateurs 
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out permission  renders  anyone  participating  liable  to  severe 
penalties  imposed  by  law,  anyone  acting  in  this  play,  or  partici- 
pating in  any  way  in  its  performance,  should  be  sure,  before 
doing  so,  that  the  necessary  permission  has  been  obtained. 

No  radio  or  television  broadcast  of  this  play  may  be  given. 

Copyright  covers,  among  other  rights,  the  right  to  make 
copies;  and  the  copying  by  hand,  by  typewriter,  or  by  any 
other  process,  of  "parts"  or  of  any  portion  of  a  copyrighted 
play  is  dishonest  and  illegal. 

These  terms  are  subject  to  change  without  notice. 
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Produced  by  special  arrangement  with  The  Dramatic  Pub- 
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Molly    Morgan 

A  Play  in  Three  Acts 

FOR  ELEVEN  MEN  AND  FOURTEEN  WOMEN 


CHARACTERS 

Molly  Morgan a  young  teacher 

John  Whiteside Clerk  of  the  School  Board 

WiLLA  Whiteside his  wife 

Bill  Whiteside his  son 

Bert  Munroe a  farmer 

Mrs.  Sarah  Munroe his  wife 

Mrs.  Cleo  Banks a  farmer's  widow 

Mae  Banks her  daughter 

Pat  Humbert a  farmer 

Shark  Wicks a  storekeeper 

Robbie  Maltby 
JiMMiE  Munroe 
Ray  Banks 
Takashi  Yato 
Alice  Wicks 
Ellie  Munroe 
Flora 
Nettie 
Sally 
Millie 
Edie 
Bunnie 

George  Morgan Molly' s  father 

Mrs.  Morgan -. her  mother 

Tom  her  brother 


students  at  The  Pastures  of  Heaven  school 


place  :  The  village  of  The  Pastures  of  Heaven,  California. 
time:  Fall  and  spring,  1920-21, 
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SYNOPSIS 

ACT  ONE,  Scene  One:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  After- 
noon in  fall,  1920. 
Scene  Two:  Flashback  to  Molly's  home  as  a  child. 
Scene  Three:  Vasquez'  cabin  in  the  mountains.  Next 

morning. 
Scene  Four:  The  schoolroom  at  The  Pastures  of 

Heaven.  October,  a  month  later,  afternoon. 
Scene  Five:  Vasquez'  cabin.  Next  afternoon,  Satur- 
day. 
Scene  Six:  Flashback  to  Molly's  home  as  a  child. 
ACT  TWO,  Scene    One:   The   schoolroom.    Early   spring,    six 
months  later,  morning. 
Scene  Two:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  The  fol- 
lowing morning. 
Scene  Three:  Flashback  to  Molly's  home  as  a  child. 
Scene  Four:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  A  spring 
evening,  a  few  days  later,  the  night  of  the  Board 
Meeting. 
ACT  THREE,  Scene  One:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  The 
next  morning. 
Scene  Two:  Vasquez*  cabin.  The  same  day,  sunset. 
Scene  Three:  Flashback  to  Molly's  home  as  a  child. 
Scene  Four:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  Early 
that  evening. 


NOTES  ON  CHARACTERS 
AND  COSTUMES 


BERT  MUNROE :  He  is  a  bluff,  loud  farmer  in  his  forties. 

PAT  HUMBERT :  Pat  IS  thirty,  a  quiet,  rather  shy  farmer. 

JOHN  WHITESIDE:  He  is  a  patrician  old  gentleman  with  a 
shock  of  white  hair  and  a  kindly  face — one  of  the  most  respected 
men  in  the  community. 

wiLLA  WHITESIDE:  She  is  a  hearty,  warm-hearted  farm- 
woman  in  her  late  fifties.  Willa  has  a  brusque,  direct  humor 
of  her  own. 

MOLLY  morgan:  Molly  is  nineteen,  small  and  slight,  with 
a  sensitive  face. 

MRS.  MORGAN :  She  is  a  tired-looking,  bedraggled  woman  in 
her  thirties. 

TOM  MORGAN :  He  is  a  frail-looking  boy  of  ten. 

BILL  WHITESIDE:  He  is  twenty-one,  rather  quiet,  and  mainly 
interested  in  his  cattle.  He  is  likable,  and  his  seeming  shyness 
is  mostly  an  independent  wish  to  be  let  alone. 

ROBBIE  maltby:  He  is  a  small  boy  of  fourteen,  a  ragged 
youngster  in  torn  overalls,  a  child  of  nature.  His  speech  is  good; 
he  uses  words  well,  from  reading. 

MRS.  banks:  She  is  a  widow,  in  her  fifties.  Mrs.  Banks  is  a 
leader  of  town  civic  affairs,  more  from  her  impressive  appear- 
ance than  ability. 

MRS.  MUNROE :  She  is  in  her  forties,  plainer  than  Mrs.  Banks 
and  less  sure  of  herself. 

MAE  banks:  Mae  is  twenty-one,  a  sophisticated  young  lady 
who  has  been  out  of  her  native  valley  long  enough  to  pick  up 
some  airs,  good  and  bad.  Like  her  mother,  she  dresses  well  and 
is  quite  sure  of  herself. 

SHARK  wicks:  He  is  a  scraggly,  elderly  storekeeper.  He  is 
sharp  and  unbending,  a  country  man  who  "knows  his  rights." 
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GEORGE  MORGAN:  He  IS  a  handsome  man,  romantic  and 
young,  compared  to  his  wife. 

students:  In  the  main,  the  students  range  from  eleven  to 
seventeen  years  of  age,  with  a  few  small  fry  who  have  no  lines. 
Ray  Banks,  sixteen,  is  a  lanky  farm  kid;  Jimmie  Munroe  is 
seventeen,  the  oldest  of  the  boys,  and  a  lady-killer,  with  a  red 
bandanna  and  yellow  shoes.  Takashi  Yato  is  sixteen,  a  shy 
Japanese  boy  who  dresses  neatly.  Alice  Wicks,  who  is  fifteen, 
is  extremely  pretty.  Ellie  Munroe,  sixteen,  like  her  father,  is 
loud  and  funny.  Flora  and  Nettie  are  seventeen;  they  dress  alike, 
though  they  need  not  be  twins  or  even  related.  Sally,  Millie, 
Edie  and  Bunnie  are  younger  girls.  The  boys  wear  overalls, 
while  the  girls  are  dressed  in  pinafores. 

GENERAL  COSTUME  NOTE:  Any  Specific  costumes  or  costume 
changes  are  indicated  in  the  text  of  the  play.  These  are  ordinary 
farm  folk,  and  costuming  should  be  kept  simple.  In  general, 
most  of  the  time  the  men  and  boys  wear  overalls.  Molly  dresses 
neatly  but  attractively.  Mrs.  Banks  and  Mae  are  probably  the 
best-dressed  among  the  women  in  the  play,  exhibiting  a  certain 
fashion-consciousness.  In  Act  Two,  Scene  Four,  the  "dance" 
scene,  everyone  is  dressed  up,  more  or  less. 


CHART  OF  STAGE  POSITIONS 

/ur/urc 

UC 

ULC\  UL  \ 

/  R  /  RC 

C 

LC  \  L   \ 

^DR  |DRC 

DC 

»^cipL\ 

CURTAIN      LINE 

STAGE  POSITIONS 

Upstage  means  away  from  the  footlights,  downstage  means 
toward  the  footlights,  and  right  and  lejt  are  used  with  refer- 
ence to  the  actor  as  he  faces  the  audience.  R  means  right,  L 
means  lejt,  u  means  up,  D  means  doiun,  c  means  center,  and 
these  abbreviations  are  used  in  combination,  as:  U  R  for  up 
right,  R  c  for  right  center,  D  L  c  for  down  lejt  center,  etc. 
One  will  note  that  a  position  designated  on  the  stage  refers  to 
a  general  territory,  rather  than  to  a  given  point. 


note:  Before  starting  rehearsals,  chalk  off  your  stage  or 
rehearsal  space  as  indicated  above  in  the  Chart  of  Stage  Posi- 
tions. Then  teach  your  actors  the  meanings  and  positions  of 
these  fundamental  terms  of  stage  movement  by  having  them 
walk  from  one  position  to  another  until  they  are  familiar  with 
them.  The  use  of  these  abbreviated  terms  in  directing  the  play 
saves  time,  speeds  up  rehearsals,  and  reduces  the  amount  of 
explanation  the  director  has  to  give  to  his  actors. 


STAGE  CHARTS 


gXTgR  \  OR  BACK!  I/Q 


THE   WHITESIDES    DINING  ROOM 


tXTTEPvlOA  "BACKIf^G 


•WIMOO\//URC 


VS/l>/OOWULC 


I^IGHT 


rcHAiRi — I  D  D  D  D        BEKCH 

^  n  D  D  D  PESKS  I^OOK 

/^      DESK  n  □  D  D  cHAms 

CyBEKTCH 


CURTAIhf  LIKE 


THE    SCHOOLROOM 


Note  :  The  charts  on  this  page  suggest  rearrangements  within 
the  same  basic  set. 
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PRODUCTION  NOTES 

STAGING:  Only  one  basic  set  is  required.  With  a  substitution 
of  furniture,  the  Whitesides'  dining  room  becomes  the  school- 
room. The  same  windows  and  door  l  are  used  in  both  sets. 
Plain  flats  can  replace  the  u  c  and  u  R  doors  in  the  dining  room 
set  when  it  becomes  the  schoolroom. 

The  scene  at  Vascjuez'  cabin  is  played  in  front  of  the  curtain, 
in  the  general  D  l  stage  area.  The  flashback  scenes  to  Molly's 
home  as  a  child  are  played  in  the  D  r  stage  area.  These  scenes 
re-create  what  is  going  on  in  Molly's  mind  at  the  time,  and 
should  have  a  certain  dreamlike  quality;  they  are  played  in  a 
special  colored  spotlight.  The  few  props  used  in  the  flashback 
scenes  can  be  brought  on  and  taken  off  by  the  characters  ap- 
pearing in  the  scenes. 

tempo:  Nothing  adds  more  to  the  polish  of  a  production 
than  the  quick  picking  up  of  cues.  Unless  there  is  a  definite 
reason  for  a  pause,  train  your  actors  to  come  in  with  their 
speeches  "on  the  heels,"  so  to  speak,  of  the  preceding  speeches. 
When  a  production  lags,  audience  interest  likewise  will  lag. 
It  is  always  advisable  during  the  last  week  of  rehearsals  to  hold 
one  or  more  sessions  during  which  the  actors  merely  sit  around 
in  a  circle  and  go  through  lines  only,  with  the  express  purpose 
of  snapping  up  cues. 

PROPERTIES 
Act  One 

Scene  One:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  Large  round 
dining  room  table;  several  chairs  and  a  stool;  desk  and  swivel 
chair;  books,  tobacco  pouch,  pencil,  pad,  miscellaneous  papers 
on  desk;  coffee  cups  on  dining  table;  rocker;  basket  of  fruit  near 
rocker;  rack  for  coats  and  hats;  shelves  for  dishes;  lamp  hanging 
over  large  table;  broom  in  u  L  corner;  curtains  on  windows. 

pat:  Bag  of  feed. 

JOHN:  Meerschaum  pipe  and  matches. 

willa:  Pot  of  coflPee;  tray  with  plate  of  food,  cup,  knife 
and  fork. 
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molly:  Large  straw  suitcase,  gloves,  letter  in  pocket. 

Scene  Two:  Flashback. 

mother:  Bundle  of  towels. 

molly:  Comb,  ribbons  for  hair,  schoolbooks. 

tom:  Stick. 

Scene  Three:  Vasquez'  cabin.  Platform,  box,  evergreen 
branch  suspended  over  platform. 

ray:  Letter. 

jimmie:  Cigarette. 

Scene  Four:  The  schoolroom.  Teacher's  desk  and  chair;  rows 
of  chairs  or  desks  for  students;  books,  pencils,  notebooks,  pad, 
globe,  vase  of  flowers  and  hand  bell  on  desk;  bench;  hooks  or 
racks  for  clothes;  dipper  and  pail  of  water  on  second  bench. 

molly:  Watch,  school  bell. 

ROBBIE:  Book. 

MRS.  banks:  Watch. 

MAE :  Car  keys  in  purse. 

bill:  Book. 

students:  Lunch  boxes,  books,  notebooks,  pencils,  etc. 

Scene  Five:  Vasquez'  cabin. 

ROBBIE:  Handful  of  nuts. 

bill:  Two  apples. 

molly:  Notebook  and  pencil,  mountain-stick,  handkerchief. 

Scene  Six:  Flashback. 

mother:  Straw  suitcase  (same  as  one  Molly  brings  in),  shoe 
box,  cheap  colored  shawl  and  toy  gun  in  suitcase. 

Act  Two 

Scene  One:  The  schoolroom.  Add  different  curtains  to  win- 
dows for  schoolroom  scene;  spring  flowers;  students'  paintings 
hanging  on  walls;  Molly's  lunch  box  on  desk  with  sandwich. 

students:  Lunch  boxes,  books,  notebooks,  pencils,  etc. 

ray:  Cookie  in  lunch  box. 

ROBBIE:  "Monitor"  badge,  book  with  slip  of  paper  in  it. 

MRS.  munroe:  Satchel  containing  odds  and  ends  of  old 
clothes  for  Robbie. 
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Scene  Two:  The  Whitesides'  dining  rcxDm.  Pipe,  matches  and 
tobacco  on  desk,  coffee  cups  on  shelf;  pot  of  coffee,  off  L,  for 
Willa. 

willa:  Sewing  in  sewing  basket. 

JOHN:  Gloves,  trowel  and  battered  hat. 

molly:  Pencil  and  papers. 

Scene  Three:  Flashback.  High  stool,  small  hatchet. 

TOM :  Toy  pup  inside  shoe  box. 

mother:  Small  pot  with  a  lid,  and  a  spoon. 

father:  Handkerchief,  a  piece  of  paper. 

molly:  a  few  beads,  buttons  and  a  ribbon. 

Scene  Four:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  At  least  five  or 
six  chairs  now  around  table,  paper  and  pencils  on  table,  lanterns 
strung  up  on  porch  offstage. 

molly:  Corsage  of  roses  pinned  to  her  dress. 

Act  Three 

Scene  One:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  Vegetables  to  be 
peeled,  knife  and  several  pans  on  center  table,  Molly's  jacket  on 
rack. 

MRS.  banks:  Paper  in  purse. 

bill:  Molly's  belt. 

NETTIE:  Small  pail  with  a  cover. 

ray:  Piece  of  paper. 

Scene  Two:  Vasquez'  cabin. 

ROBBIE:  Stick. 

Scene  Three:  Flashback.  Small  cot  and  blanket. 

father:  Belt  on  trousers. 

Scene  Four:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  Pot  with  lid,  and 
a  spoon,  on  shelf. 

mae:  Letter. 

MRS.  banks:  Paper. 

father:  Guitar  and  battered  hat. 

molly:  Handkerchief. 

ROBBIE:  Bundle  of  clothes,  books  in  pockets. 
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Molly  Morgan  is  one  of  the  most  fascinating 
heroines  ever  created  by  one  of  America's 
greatest  writers,  JOHN  STEINBECK. 
This  is  the  story  of  a  young  teacher  whose 
iob  affects  her  own  life,  the  lives  of  those 
around  her  and,  in  particular,  the  life  of 
the  man  she  loves. 


ACT  ONE 

Scene  One 


SCENE:  The  Whhesides'  farm  dining  room,  in  The  Pastures 
of  Heave7t.  A  dining  room  in  name  only,  it  is  the  working 
center  not  only  of  the  Whiteside  family,  hut  of  the  entire 
close-knit  farming  community.  It  is  a  large,  welcoming  room, 
looking  out  through  a  door  in  the  upstage  wall,  u  C,  with 
large  windows  on  either  side,  onto  a  veranda,  a  flower  garden, 
and  the  high  hills  surrounding  the  valley  of  The  Pastures  of 
Heaven,  California.  It  is  1920,  and  something  of  the  hearty 
spirit  of  the  new-won  West  still  pervades  this  house  of  the 
Whitesides.  In  the  center  of  the  room  is  a  large  round  dining 
table,  surrounded  by  chairs,  and  a  small  stool  at  the  down- 
stage end.  A  door  in  the  L  wall  at  center  opens  into  the 
country  kitchen.  Downstage  of  the  door  L  are  a  desk  and 
swivel  chair,  making  a  kind  of  office  for  John  Whiteside, 
who  is  clerk  of  the  rural  school  board.  On  top  of  the  desk 
is  a  row  of  books.  A  door  in  the  R  wall,  upstage,  opens  onto 
the  stairs  leading  to  the  bedrooms  of  the  house.  Willa's  rocker 
is  D  R,  d  basket  of  apples  or  peaches  beside  it.  Left  of  the 
door  u  c,  on  the  wall,  is  a  rack  for  coats  and  hats.  Shelves  on 
the  K  wall,  with  dishes,  and  a  lamp  hanging  over  the  center 
table  seem  in  constant  battle  to  maintain  the  dignity  of  this 
room  from  invasion  from  the  kitchen,  garden  and  barnyard.) 

AT  RISE  OF  CURTAIN:  //  is  early  afternoon  of  a  fall  day, 
1920.  Off  u  c,  hearty  male  laughter  is  heard — men  enjoying 
a  joke  on  somebody;  we  see  the  butt  of  the  joke  come  in  U  c, 
the  story-teller  himself,  BERT  MUNROE,  a  farmer  dressed  in 
dirty  overalls.  Listening  to  him  is  another  farmer  in  overalls, 

PAT  HUMBERT.  PAT  is  holding  a  bag  of  feed.  JOHN  WHITE- 
SIDE, dressed  in  trousers  and  a  clean  shirt,  is  seated  at  the 
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Page  14  MollyMorgan  Act  I 

right  of  the  table  c,  smoking  his  meerschaum  pipe  after  his 
noon  dinner.) 

BERT  {wiping  brow,  as  they  laugh) I  tell  you,  I'm  tuckered 

out,  fightin'  green  field  hands  in  my  orchards !  Man  might's 
well  join  the  Marines. 

PAT  {as  both  men  pause  u  c).  You  don't  know  how  to  handle 
'em,  Bert.   {Puts  down  sack.) 

BERT.  Handle  'em.**  I  can't  even  find  'em!  {Laughs,  looking  off 
U  C,  toward  mountains.)  They  told  me  when  I  bought  my 
place  here  in  the  Pastures  valley,  it  was  goin'  to  be  like 
heaven  on  earth.  Cal-i-fornia.  Just  pick  the  apples  off  the 
trees — throw  feed  to  your  hens  and  watch  'em  lay — labor 
plentiful  down  to  Salinas.  And  here  I  end  up  workin'  day  and 
night  to  feed  my  workers!  {They  laugh.) 

JOHN  {at  table,  smoking).  It  took  us  all  time  to  settle  down 
here,  Bert.  My  father  did  it  for  me. 

BERT  {moving  around  left  of  table).  You've  been  a  mighty  big 
help,  John.  You  and  Willa.  .  .  .  {Shakes  his  head.)  It's  just 
that  the  men  don't  seem  to  work  good  together.  The  migrants. 
(pat  steps  down  to  above  table.) 

JOHN.  People  don't  want  to  do  farm  work  here,  the  way  they 
did.  {Firmly.)  But  I'd  never  give  up  my  father's  dream  of 
this  place.  And  Bill  won't,  either,  (bert  and  pat  exchange 
a  doubtful  look.) 

BERT.  Where's  Bill  at  ?  I  want  to  ask  him  something. 

(willa  WHITESIDE,  in  a  neat  house  dress  and  apron,  comes  from 
the  kitchen,  L,  with  a  pot  of  coffee.) 

WILLA.  Bill's  where  he  always  is,  up  with  his  cows.  Anybody 

want  coffee?  {Sets  pot  beside  her  husband  at  table,  standing 

right  of  him.) 
PAT.  Got  to  get  back  to  my  hens,  thanks,  Willa. 
WILLA.  I  sometimes  think  that  boy  of  ours  would  as  soon  live 

up  at  the  barn.  Can't  get  him  down  to  meals,  half  the  time. 

{Standing  behind  JOHN,  she  picks  up  his  cup  and  starts  to 

refill  it.) 


Act  I  Molly   Morgan  Page  15 

BERT.  That  so?  (Whiks  at  pat.)  Might  be  he  prefers  'em  in 

Monterey. 
WILLA.  What  would  Bill  be  doing  in  Monterey  ? 
BERT  {kidding) .  My  Jimmie  tells  me  he's  been  nmnin'  around 

with  Mae  Banks. 
WILLA  {slamming  down  cup).  Mae  Banks!  Don't  know  what 

he'd  see  in  her. 
BERT.  Well,  come  to  think  of  it,  Mae  is  kind  of  like  a  heifer. 

(BERT  and  PAT  laugh.  JOHN  rises,  stiffly.) 
JOHN.  Don't  talk  to  Willa  about  Bill  and  Mae.  She  sees  red. 
BERT.  Don't  know  as  I  blame  her.  (Turning  u  c.)  So  long,  now. 

Got  my  own  problems. 
JOHN.  You'll  just  have  to  wait  till  some  new  migrants  come  to 

town,  Bert.  Pat  here,  and  old  Shark  Wicks  got  the  market 

cornered,  this  fall. 
PAT  (picking  up  sack).  I  told  Bert — drive  your  truck  down 

under  the  Salinas  bridge,  and  pick  up  the  loafers.  May  be 

a  little  high  on  cider,  but  they  can  knock  apples!  (Whacks 

bert's  back,  playfully.) 
BERT.  If  I  didn't  have  six  mouths  to  feed  at  home — that's  where 

I'd  be  myself,  under  the  bridge — fishin'.  (Men  laugh.) 
WILLA  (directing  them  toward  door  i.).  Get  along,  both  of  you. 

You'd  think  my  dining  room  was  Court  House  Square.  Scoot ! 

(As  WILLA  directs  them  toward  the  kitchen,  a  small  figure  ap- 
pears on  the  veranda,  rear.  A  young  girl,  in  a  simple  dark 
dress  and  a  little  flowered  hat,  carrying  a  large  straw  suitcase, 
peers  inside,  afraid  to  speak.  This  is  molly  morgan.) 

PAT  (kidding  willa).  Go  on,  Willa,  you  know  your  bark's 

allers  been  worse  than  your  bite.  Whiteside's  house  is  Liberty 

Hall. 
WILLA.  I'll  show  you  Liberty  Hall.  (Takes  broom  from  u  L 

corner.)  I'm  canning,  and  I've  got  work  to  do.  Now  get  out! 

(Chases  them;  they  start  toward  door  u  C.)  Not  that  way. 

You'll  trample  John's  flower  beds.  Through  the (pat 

and  BERT  stop,  see  molly  in  doorway.  Her  sensitive  face 

shows  her  fear  of  these  loud  farmers.) 
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BERT.  Hey! 

MOLLY.  I  beg  your  pardon — ^but  does  Mr.  Whiteside  live  here  ? 

WILLA.  I'm  Mrs.  Whiteside.  I  hope  you're  not  selling  anything. 

{Goes  to  door  u  c.  Men  look  the  girl  over.) 
MOLLY.  Oh,  no! 
WILLA.  Good.  I  never  want  to  buy  anything,  and  I  always  do, 

and  tlien  I'm  mad. 
MOLLY  {setting  down  suitcase,  taking  letter  from  pocket).  My 

letter  said  to  see  Mr.  John  Whiteside — for  an  interview. 
BERT  {amazed).  It's  the  new  schoolteacher! 
MOLLY.  Yes.  Well,  I  mean — I  think  I  am. 
WILLA.  You  mean  you  walked  all  the  way  from  the  bus? 
MOLLY.  The  driver  said  I'd  have  to.  My  name  is  Molly  Morgan. 
JOHN    {going  to  her,   cordially).   Come  right  inside,   Miss 

Morgan,  and  sit  down.  {Leads  her  to  chair  upstage  of  table.) 

Don't  let  these  men  scare  you.  They're  both  members  of  the 

School  Board. 
MOLLY  {about  to  sit  down,  stopping).  They  are? 
PAT  {circling  her,  admiringly) .  We  was  wondering  what  you'd 

look  like. 
WILLA.  What  he  means  is,  Miss  Morgan — ^what  you'd  be  like. 
BERT  {also  looking  her  over).  Ain't  you  kind  of  new  for  a 

schoolteacher  ? 
MOLLY  {embarrassed  and  unsure).  Well,  I  just  graduated  from 

San  Jose  State  Teachers  College.  They  gave  me  my  diploma — 

and  this  letter.  {Holds  out  crumpled  letter.) 
JOHN.  I'll  take  that.  {Takes  it,  coming  around  right  of  table 

now.)  You  just  make  yourself  comfortable,  (molly  sits  at 

table,  fumbling  with  her  gloves.) 
WILLA.  Had  your  dinner.^ 
MOLLY.  Oh,  yes,  thank  you  I  That  is,  no. 
WILLA  {broad  smile) .  Well,  I'm  glad  you're  sure.  I'll  bring  you 

something.  {Starts  L.) 
MOLLY.  Please  don't  bother. 
WILLA  {who  has  paused  L  c).  You'd  better  eat  something — 

first.  (BERT  and  pat  laugh.)  Well,  what  are  you  staring  at.^ 
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She's  only  here  about  the  job  as  schoolteacher. 
BERT.  That's  what  I'm  afraid  of.  My  Jim's  just  out  of  school. 

Now  he'll  want  to  go  back  in  again,  (bert  and  pat  laugh,  as 

WILLA  chases  them  out  through  kitchen  L,  with  broom,  and 

follows  them.  JOHN  goes  to  his  desk  D  L.) 
JOHN   {kindly).  The  Valley  people  are  a  little  rough,  Miss 

Morgan.  They  even  fight  sending  their  boys  and  girls  to 

school. 
MOLLY.  You  mean,  they  put  them  to  work  ? 
JOHN.  Not  always.  They  don't  care.  Robbie  Maltby's  father  just 

takes  him  fishing.  {Gets  tobacco  pouch  jrom  desk.)  Most  of 

their  grandfathers  crossed  the  country  to  settle  this  place. 

They  call  it  Pastures  of  Heaven.  It  was  a  dream — one  that's 

been  failing,  I'm  afraid. 
MOLLY.  It's  a  beautiful  place,  Mr.  Whiteside. 
JOHN.  Yes.  Maybe  we  expected  too  much  of  it.   {Indicates 

desk.)  Now,  I  usually  interview  new  teachers  over  here — 

my  "office."  {Smiles.) 
MOLLY  {apprehensively).  Do  you  interview  so  many? 
JOHN.  Usually  every  year.  They  don't  last. 
MOLLY  {in  panic) .  Oh.  I  see  .  .  .  ( JOHN  turns  chair  left  of  table 

C  around  so  that  it  faces  desk  D  l.  ) 
JOHN  {holding  out  chair).  We've  been  expecting  them  to  send 

somebody.  Sit  here,  and  don't  be  scared.  I've  been  doing  this 

for  years,  and  still  don't  know  just  how  to  go  about  it. 
MOLLY  {comforted) .  I'm  glad  of  that,  Mr.  Whiteside.  {She 

rises  and  sits  in  chair.)  You  see,  I've  never  asked  for  a  job 

before.  I  was  afraid  to  come  here,  (john  sits  at  desk  and 

fills  his  pipe.) 

(wiLLA  enters  L  with  a  plate  of  food  and  a  cup,  on  a  tray.  She 
sets  it  by  molly,  then  pours  her  'coffee.) 

MOLLY.  Oh,  you  shouldn't  have  bothered! 

WILLA.  It  wasn't  any  bother.  I've  got  some  jars  on  the  stove,  so 

I'll  shut  the  door — {Goes  to  door  L.) — but  that  don't  say 

I  won't  be  listening. 
MOLLY.  Thank  you  very  much. 
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wiLLA.  Don't  let  my  husband  worry  you.  He  only  loses  his 
temper  when  the  School  Board  doesn't  agree  with  him — 
which  is  most  of  the  time.  {Goes  out  L,  closing  kitchen  door. 
A  pause.) 

JOHN.  Go  ahead,  have  some  dinner.  You  must  be  hungry. 
{Takes  up  her  letter,  and  a  pencil.) 

MOLLY.  Oh,  no,  Mr.  Whiteside.  I  .  .  .  (Looks  at  food  on  plate, 
hesitates,  then  starts  to  eat,  hungrily.) 

JOHN.  Now,  Miss  Morgan,  I  think  the  purpose  of  this  inter- 
view is  to  tell  me  your  background.  The  kind  of  person  you 
really  are. 

MOLLY  {nervously).  Yes,  Mr.  Whiteside. 

JOHN.  Teaching  is  a  fine  profession,  but  we  have  to  be  sure 
we're  right  for  it.  This  is  a  special  kind  of  job  here.  Usually 
we  need  someone  with  more — experience,  (molly  sets  down 
fork.)  Maybe  if  you  just  talked,  as  you  thought — told  me  a 
little  about  yourself.  Just  the  kind  of  girl  you  are,  where  you 
come  from — your  family. 

molly.  Yes.  I'll  try  to  do  that,  Mr.  Whiteside.  {Sips  coffee,  sets 
down  cup.  Then  she  continues  in  a  formal  tone,  with  good 
"diction.")  Well  .  .  .  {Pause.)  We  lived  in  a  nice  big  house, 
outside  San  Jose,  in  the  suburbs.  It  was  a  white  house,  and 
it  had  a  great  many  rooms,  and  a  drive — and  green  lawns 
right  down  to  the  road.  .  .  . 

JOHN.  Yes.^ 

MOLLY.  My  mother  brought  us  up  rather  strictly,  I  suppose — 
my  brother  Tom  and  me — but  she  was  a  woman  of  character 
.  .  .  (music:  Childhood  Theme,  like  the  music  of  a  merry-go- 
round,  is  heard,  molly  stops,  as  if  listening.  JOHN  sits  at  his 
desk,  as  if  continuing  with  the  interview;  molly  slowly  rises. 
Lights  go  down  on  JOHN  at  his  desk.  A  special  light  D  c 
picks  up  MOLLY,  as  she  moves  down  into  it.)  No — no,  that 
isn't  the  way  it  was  at  all.  Home  wasn't  a  good  place,  when  I 
was  a  girl.  ...  It  was  an  old,  unpainted  house  on  the  edge 
of  town.  My  brother  Tom  was  always  shouting  and  fighting 
and  breaking  things,  and  Mama — Mama  washed  people's 
laundry  on  the  back  porch.  . .  .  {Special  light  DC  is  up  full.) 


ACT  ONE 

Scene  Two 


SCENE:  Flashback:  Molly's  home,  as  a  child.  We  now  see  two 
figures  on  the  edge  of  the  special  colored  spotlight  D  c.  MRS. 
MORGAN  is  shaking  out  towels  from  a  bundle  under  her  arm. 
She  wears  a  bedraggled  looking  house  dress  and  apron. 
Behind  her,  on  a  stool  {taken  from  the  downstage  side  of 
the  table  c)^  a  boy  about  ten,  tom,  stands  waving  a  stick  in 
circles  above  his  head,  excitedly.  As  molly  leaves  the  table 
and  moves  down  into  this  circle  of  light,  she  assumes  the 
light  voice  and  quick  movements  of  a  girl  in  her  early  teens. 
note:  With  her  simple  dress,  and  a  comb  with  ribbons 
quickly  stuck  in  her  hair,  this  change  can  be  easily  made.) 

TOM  {waving  stick).  Looka,  Mama.  Looka  here,  Molly!  It's  a 

biplane.  I'm  gonna  fly  it  over  the  hills  like  an  eagle.  "Wrrrr ! 

{Swoops  stick  down  over  his  mother's  head,  scaring  her.) 
MOTHER.  Tom,  now  stop  it!  Come  down  from  there  before 

you  get  hurt.  {Shakes  out  towel,  calls  wearily.)  Molly  .'^  Molly, 

where  are  you  }  (molly  comes  into  the  scene,  in  hair  ribbons, 

carrying  schoolbooks. ) 
MOLLY.  Here,  Mama.  What  do  you  want? 
MOTHER  {tired,  complaining).  Where' ve  you  been?  Come  help 

your  mother.  I'm  so  tired  today,  with  all  this  extra  wash. 
MOLLY.  I'm  sorry.  Mama.  School  was  late.  I  had  a  test. 
MOTHER.  Just  set  here  with  me,  and  help.  You're  your  mother's 

girl,  Molly — aren't  you  ? 
MOLLY  {dutifully) .  Yes,  Mama.  {Sits  on  floor,  folding  towels.) 
TOM  {with  stick,  shouting).  Hi,  Molly!  Watch!  It's  going  to 

take  a  nose  dive  at  two  hundred  miles  an  hour.  Zmmmmm 

.  .  .  {Leaps  with  his  stick  from  stool.) 

19 
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MOTHER.  Tom,  you'll  get  hurt.  Don't  you  think  of  your  mother 
at  all.? 

MOLLY.  Tom,  be  quiet  a  minute.  Just  one  minute,  (tom  sits 
by  molly.) 

TOM.  It's  only  a  stick.  Some  day  I'll  have  an  airplane.  . .  . 

MOLLY.  Mama  .  .  . 

MOTHER.  What  now,  Molly? 

MOLLY  {dreamily).  When  is  Papa  coming  home,  this  time? 

MOTHER  {wringing  out  towel,  pausing).  Soon.  It'll  be  soon, 
now. 

MOLLY  {childlike) .  But  he  promised.  He  said  months  ago,  he'd 
be  back  and  bring  us  a  suitcase  full  of  surprises. 

TOM.  Maybe  he  was  foolin'.  Maybe  he  won't  come  back. 

MOLLY  {on  her  knees,  turning  on  him).  Don't  say  that,  Tom 
Morgan !  Papa  always  comes  back — as  soon  as  he's  made  his 
sales — and  had  his  adventures. 

MOTHER  {bitterly).  Adventures  .  .  . 

MOLLY.  Yes.  He'll  tell  us  all  about  them.  Where  he's  been  . .  . 

MOTHER  {abruptly).  He's  been  selling  hardware. 

MOLLY.  No,  no — I  mean,  after  that!  When  he  sings  to  the 
people,  and  tells  them  his  stories.  .  .  .  He'll  come  back. 

TOM.  And  giVQ  us  presents? 

MOLLY.  Yes.  And  it'll  be  like  all  the  holidays  rolled  into  one ! 
{To  TOM.)  Won't  it,  Tom?  And  he'll  tell  me  how  much  he 
loves  me — and  say  how  tall  I've  grown,  and  how  some  day 
I'll  be  a  queen!  (TOM  laughs.)  You  wait!  It'll  come  true  one 
of  these  days.  We  won't  be  like  this.  I'll  be  somebody — 
maybe  a  teacher.  That's  what  I'll  be.  Then  you'll  have  every- 
thing you  ever  wanted — both  of  you.  {Looks  up,  a  dreamy- 
eyed  kid,  her  face  full  of  joy  at  the  thought.) 

MOTHER  {flatly).  Molly,  don't  set  there  daydreaming.  We've 
got  work  to  do  if  you  want  any  supper.  {Pause,  molly  seems 
unaware  her  mother  has  spoken  to  her.)  Molly.  Did  you  hear 
me?  Don't  you  ever  think  of  your  mother  at  all  ?  . . .  (molly 
turns  from  her  dream,  upstage,  taking  books,  removing 
ribbons,  mother  takes  towels  and  tom  replaces  stool,  as 
they  disappear  onstage,  music:  Childhood  theme  is  heard. 
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Lights  fade  on  H  c  scene  of  Molly's  home,  slowly,  as  she 

speaks: ) 
MOLLY.  Of  course  I  do!  I  think  of  you,  Mama  . .  .  {To  herself, 

front.)  But  it  can't  always  be  like  this.  ...  I  don't  want  us 

to  spend  our  lives  in  this  old  place — not  having  anything, 

not  knowing  anything.  {She  is  now  seated  at  table,  as  before. 

She  has  put  ribbons  in  her  pocket,  books  under  table.  Lights 

come  up  on  john  at  his  desk,  in  interview. ) 
JOHN.  .  .  .  there  were  just  three  of  you,  in  the  big  house,  Miss 

Morgan  ?  You  had  only  one  brother  ? 
MOLLY  {proudly,  back  in  her  "story").  Yes,  Mr.  Whiteside. 

My  brother  Tom  was — well,  he  planned  to  be  an  airplane 

pilot.  Yes — a  pilot.  He  was  saving  up  his  allowance,  for  his 

own  plane.  They're  very  costly.  .  .  . 
JOHN.  I  know.  Now,  Miss  Morgan,  about  your  father? 
MOLLY.  My  father  was  a — what  they  call  a  traveling  salesman. 

He  was  a  very  good  one.  He  traveled  all  over,  everywhere, 

representing  a  manufacturer  of — farm  machinery.  Of  course, 

he  couldn't  get  home  very  often  from  his  trips.  I  guess  you 

could  almost  say  I  didn't  have  a  father. 
JOHN.  And  where  is  your  father,  now  ? 

MOLLY  {quietly) .  He  was  killed,  Mr.  Whiteside.  In  an  accident. 
JOHN.  Oh,  I'm  sorry. 
MOLLY.  Yes,  he  died  when  I  was  a  girl.  I  miss  him  very  much. 

(JOHN  makes  a  note.) 
JOHN.  Of  course.  {Slight  pause.)  Now,  Miss  Morgan,  about 

your  schooling? 
MOLLY.  I  went  through  high  school,  and  then,  as  I  said — I  took 

the  course  at  San  Jose  Teachers — summers,  too.  I  lived  with 

Mrs.  Morrits,  at  her  boardinghouse. 
JOHN.  Worked  your  way? 
MOLLY.  Oh,  no !  Then  I  got  my  diploma,  and  the  head  of  the 

College  sent  me  down  here  to  see  you.  {Looks  up,  uncertain.) 

I  guess  that's  all. 
JOHN  {leaning  back,  relieved) .  Well !  That's  about  the  easiest 

interview  I  ever  had. 
MOLLY  {eagerly).  Do  you  think  I'll  get  the  position? 
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JOHN.  I  think  so — a  young  lady  of  your  family  and  background. 
In  fact,  I  think  you've  already  got  it. 

MOLLY  {sighing  with  relief) .  Oh,  I'm  so  glad !  Thank  you. 

JOHN.  You  don't  have  to  tiiank  me.  I  think  you  have  a  kind  of 
feeling — as  if  you  wanted  to  teach  here. 

MOLLY.  Yes.  I  have. 

JOHN.  Now,  the  first  thing  is  to  see  where  you're  going  to  live. 
You'll  have  to  find  board  and  room  some  place. 

MOLLY  {impulsively) .  I  want  to  live  here! 

JOHN  {surprised).  Here?  I'm  afraid  that's  not  possible.  My 
wife  and  I  never  take  boarders.  {Rises,  crosses  to  window 
u  L  c  and  looks  out  over  Valley. )  It's  better  to  live  with  one 
of  the  families  with  children.  That  way,  they'll  come  to 
school. 

MOLLY  {embarrassed) .  I'm  sorry.  I  didn't  mean  that,  I  guess. 
It's  just — I  like  it  so  much  here.  {Glances  about.)  This  house, 
the  books. 

JOHN  {seeing  her  eager  look).  You're  sort  of  unsure  of  your- 
self, at  first? 

MOLLY.  Perhaps. 

wiLLA  {calling  from  kitchen,  off  l).  You  two  through  in  there? 

JOHN.  Yes,  Willa. 

( WILLA  appears  at  the  door  L.) 

WILLA  {wiping  hands  on  apron).  I'd  like  to  clear  that  table. 
JOHN  {coming  L  c).  Willa,  this  young  lady  wants  to  board 

with  us.  She's  the  new  schoolteacher. 
WILLA  {stepping  into  room).  Board  here? 
JOHN.  Yes. 
WILLA  {crossing  over  to  molly).  Couldn't  think  of  it.  We 

never  take  boarders.  {Sees  plate.)  Why,  you  didn't  eat  your 

dinner. 

(bill  WHITESIDE  appears  outside  the  window  u  R  c,  peering 
in,  curious.) 

MOLLY.  I'm  not  hungry.  Thank  you. 

WILLA.  Anyway,  she's  too  pretty  to  be  around  that  fool  Bill. 
What  would  happen  to  those  cows  of  his?  It'd  be  a  lot  of 
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trouble,   (willa  spies  bill  outside  window.)   On  second 

thought,  you  can  sleep  in  the  third  bedroom,  upstairs.  It 

doesn't  catch  much  sunlight,  anyway. 
MOLLY  {rising).  Oh,  thank  you,  Mrs.  Whiteside!  You  won't 

be  sorry.  I'm  handy  around  the  house.  .  .  .  (Takes  up  her 

suitcase  near  door  u  C.) 
WILLA.  Put  that  down!  You're  the  teacher.  We've  got  two 

grown  men  around  the  house. 
MOLLY.  Two? 
WILLA  {crossing  u  c,  yelling  out  door).  Bill!  Stop  hiding  out 

there,  and  help  Miss  Morgan  upstairs  with  her  suitcase. 
MOLLY.  I  can  carry  it.  Please  .  .  . 
WILLA.  Set  it  down.  Let  him  make  himself  useful  for  once — to 

humans,  (molly  puts  down  suitcase.) 

(bill  appears  in  the  doorway  u  c.  He  stands  there,  reluctant  to 
enter.  He  wears  dirty  barn  overalls.) 

bill.  I've  got  to  get  up  to  the  barn.  .  .  .  {Sees  molly,  who  has 

moved  right  of  table.)  'Scuse  me. 
WILLA  {at  door  u  c).  Come  on  in.  Bill. 
BILL.  It's  feeding  time. 
WILLA.  We  know  that.  We've  just  been  fed.  (bill  comes  inside 

door.)  This  is  Miss  Molly  Morgan,  the  new  schoolteacher. 

Our  Bill. 
MOLLY.  Hello,  Bill. 
BILL.  Hello,  (molly  waits.) 
WILLA   {exasperatedly) .   Sometimes  come  Sundays,   he  says: 

Hello  there.  {Indicates  suitcase.)  Miss  Morgan's  going  to 

stay  here  with  us. 
BILL.  Here  with  us! 
WILLA  {nodding  toward  John)  .  Your  father's  idea.  She'll  have 

the  third  bedroom,  and  she's  walked  all  the  way  from  the 

bus  with  her  luggage  because  everybody  here  was  tending 

cows,  (bill  looks  at  molly.  He  manages  a  grin.) 
BILL.  Don't  mind  Mom.  {Takes  up  suitcase.)  She  was  bit  by  a 

rattlesnake.  Made  'im  jealous. 
MOLLY.  It's  very  nice  of  you. 
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BILL.  I'll  show  you,  long  as  you're  going  to  board  here.  {Goes 

to  door  to  stairs,  u  R.)  Well,  come  on.  Ladies  first.  {Looks 

at  his  mother,  smugly.) 
MOLLY.  I  would  like  to  wash  up — and  change  my  dress.  This 

skirt  got  dusty,  on  the  road.  {As  bill  watches,  interested, 

MOLLY  goes  out  u  R,  to  stdtrs.  He  takes  a  good  look,  then 

shoulders  suitcase.) 
BILL.  Looks  like  it  did,  at  that.  {Follows  her  out  u  R,  without 

looking  hack,  willa  turns  to  JOHN,  quickly.) 
WILLA.  John.  Did  you  see  that? 
JOHN  {hack  at  desk  now).  See  what,  Willa? 
WILLA  {irritated) .  I  swear,  you  don't  even  notice  your  own  son. 

Sometimes  I  wonder  how  he  got  to  be  born ! 
JOHN    {surprised).  Bill?  Willa,   there's  something  on  your 

mind.  I  know  that  look.  Now,  what  is  it? 
WILLA  {smugly,  coming  L  c).  It  isn't  a  what,  it's  a  who. 
JOHN.  Who,  then? 
WILLA   {smiling).  That  Mae  Banks.    {Takes  up  dishes  and 

coffeepot  and  goes  out  L.  JOHN  moves  R  c  and  looks  toward 

door  to  stairs,  puzzled. ) 

CURTAIN 


ACT  ONE 

Scene  Three 


SCENE :  Vasquez'  cabin  in  the  mountains.  This  scene  is  played 
in  front  of  the  curtain.  There  is  a  platform  D  L,  with  an  over- 
turned box  to  sit  on,  and  an  evergreen  branch  overhanging  it. 
A  small  hut  can  be  indicated  in  the  background,  if  desired. 
Vasquez'  cabin  overlooks  the  Valley,  haunted  by  the  legend 
of  the  bandit.') 

AS  SCENE  OPENS:  //  is  the  next  morning.  A  spotlight  reveals 
ROBBIE  MALTBY,  a  Small  boy  of  fourteen,  crouching  back  of 
the  box.  He  is  dirty  and  ragged  in  torn  overalls,  long  hair  and 
bare  feet,  a  child  of  nature.  Bird  call  whistles  are  heard  in 
the  distance,  off  D  R.  robbie  looks  up,  startled,  and  pushes 
aside  the  branch.  He  whistles  in  reply.) 

RAY  (off  D  r).  We  got  to  see  you,  Robbie.  Life  or  death! 

ROBBIE.  Who's  with  you? 

JIMMIE  (off  D  r).  Me  and  Takashi.  We  got  news. 

(ray  banks,  JIMMIE  MUNROE  and  TAKASHI  YATO  come  in  D  R, 
panting  from  the  climb  and  excitement,  ray  wears  overalls. 
JIMMIE,  a  lady-killer,  wears  school  clothes,  with  a  red 
bandanna  and  yellow  shoes,  takashi  is  neatly  dressed.) 

TAKASHI  (as  all  three  approach  platform) .  Bad  news,  Robbie. 

RAY.  There's  a  new  schoolteacher. 

JIMMIE.  You  got  to  go  to  school. 

ROBBIE  (warily).  Did  anybody  see  you  come  up  here? 

RAY.  We  took  the  back  trail  through'  old  man  Wicks's  place. 

(Earnestly.)  Robbie,  this  time  they  got  you. 
ROBBIE.  Pa  says  I  don't  have  to  go. 
JIMMIE.  Your  pa  got  a  letter. 
RAY.  From  the  School  Board. 
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TAKASHi.  Show  him,  Ray.  Mr.  Whiteside  wrote  it.  (ray  takes 

letter  from  his  shirt.  They  all  bend  over  document.) 

JIMMIE.  Mom  says  it's  the  state  law. 

RAY.  You  gotta  wear  shoes,  too. 

TAKASHI.  And  cut  your  hair. 

ROBBIE.  What  for? 

JIMMIE.  So  you'll  look  good  for  Miss  Morgan.  {Straightens 
bandanna  kerchief.)  I  seen  her  yesterday.  She  says:  Good 
morning,  Mr.  Munroe. 

ROBBIE.  If  they  take  me,  I'll  run  away.  Pa  says  I  don't  have  to 
know  geometry — if  I  know  Robert  Louis  Stevenson.  {Studies 
letter.) 

RAY.  Robbie,  what  are  you  going  to  do? 

TAKASHI.  It's  the  law. 

ROBBIE  {standing  up).  Did  Napoleon  stop  for  law?  {His  im- 
agination working,  shows  letter.)  If  this  paper  falls  into  their 
hands,  no  telling  how  rambunctious  and  indiscriminate  they 
might  get. 

RAY  {awed  by  his  words).  Yeah. 

ROBBIE  {holding  out  his  hand).  Are  we  all  sworn  brothers? 

BOYS  {hands  together).  We  swear!  We  swear! 

ROBBIE.  Then  nobody's  going  to  track  me  down  and  make  me 
go  back  to  school,  while  Pa's  out  fishing.  {Looks  down  over 
Valley,  over  heads  of  audience.)  It's  time  to  get  the  nuts  in, 
and  the  blackberries,  and  to  look  for  the  wild  apples,  same 
as  we  always  do.  How  we  going  to  live  through  the  winter, 
with  me  going  to  school  ?  The  chipmunks  know  better'n  that. 
{With  real  feeling.)  It  don't  make  sense.  I've  got  my  pa's 
books. 

RAY  {realistically) .  My  Mom  says  you  got  to  go.  There's  a  new 
teacher,  and  there's  going  to  be  culture  all  up  and  down  the 
whole  dang  Valley. 

JIMMIE.  Try  school  again,  Robbie.  I  mean,  if  I  can  go  it  twice, 
you  can  finish  once.  {As  Robbie  wavers.)  This  Miss  Morgan, 
she's  young — and  she's  pretty. 

ROBBIE  {turning  away).  She's  a  schoolteacher! 

TAKASHI.  Maybe  you'd  better  just  run  away  from  home. 
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ROBBIE  {vehemently) .  I'd  never  leave  the  Valley.  Why,  I  was 
born  here.  So  was  my  dog  Trip.  It's  our  home.  I  live  here. 

RAY.  Then  what  are  you  going  to  do  ? 

ROBBIE  {with  decision).  Destroy  this  letter,  beyond  a  reason- 
able doubt.  {Holds  it  out.)  Who's  got  a  match? 

JIMMIE.  I  got  a  cigarette,  but  I  got  no  match. 

RAY.  Where' d  you  get  a  cigarette.'* 

JIMMIE  {displaying  it  proudly) .  Made  it  up  out  of  butts. 

ROBBIE.  Then  we  can't  burn  it.  If  we  bury  it,  some  chuck  would 
dig  it  up,  maybe.  There's  only  one  thing  to  do,  men. 

RAY  {excitedly) .  It's  from  the  School  Board! 

JIMMIE.  What'U  we  do,  Robbie? 

ROBBIE.  Swallow  it.  {Starts  tearing  letter  into  pieces,  handing 
out  pieces.  They  all  begin  to  "chaw"  away,  ray  coughs. 
ROBBIE  whacks  his  back.)  That'll  teach  that  schoolteacher! 
{All  four  boys  are  chawing  away  as  spotlight  goes  out.) 


ACT  ONE 

Scene  Four 


SCENE:  The  schoolroom  in  The  Pastures  of  Heaven  rural 
school.  This  is  the  basic  dining  room  set,  with  furniture  and 
props  substituted.  It  is  an  old-fashioned  schoolroom  of  1920. 
The  teacher's  desk  is  at  R  stage,  a  chair  behind  it.  The  desk 
faces  L  toward  rows  of  chairs  for  the  students.  On  the  desk  are 
books,  a  globe  and  a  small  vase  of  wild  flowers.  There  is  a 
bench  under  the  window  u  L  c.  The  windows  look  out  over 
the  same  hills  as  in  Scene  One.  The  entrance  to  the  school- 
room is  the  door  L.  The  doors  u  c  and  u  L  {in  the  dining 
room  set)  can  be  removed  and  plain  fiats  substituted.  There 
are  hooks  {or  racks)  on  either  side  of  the  door  L  for  the 
children's  hats  and  coats.  At  T>  K  stage  is  a  small  bench.  On 
the  bench  is  a  pail  of  water  with  a  dipper.) 

AT  RISE  OF  CURTAIN:  //  is  a  month  later,  an  October  after- 
noon. Before  the  curtain  rises,  we  hear  the  school  bell  ring. 
It  is  a  fine  fall  day,  Friday,  visiting  day,  the  end  of  Molly's 
first  month,  molly,  in  a  plain  dress,  her  hair  in  a  knot,  look- 
ing more  than  her  nineteen  years,  stands  behind  her  desk. 
Seated  in  rows  in  front  of  her  are  the  farm  children,  in  their 
overalls  and  pinafores.  We  notice  pretty  Alice  wicks;  ellie 
MUNROE,  Bert's  daughter,  like  him,  loud  and  funny;  flora 
and  NETTIE,  who  dress  alike.  Smaller  girls  are:  millie,  edie 
and  BUNNIE.  They  are  seated  near  the  front.  The  boys  are 
JIMMIE,  RAY  and  TAKASHI,  and  one  or  two  small  fry.  This 
is  a  good  country  school,  with  grades  through  high  school. 
The  students  are  well-behaved,  but  without  spirit.) 

MOLLY  {holding  hook,  protesting).  Remember,  it's  poetry, 
Alice.  You're  not  reciting  a  grocery  list.  {Looks  over  class, 
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hopefully.)  Now  try  it  again.  Think  of  tlie  poetess  when  she 

wrote  it.  What  was  her  name  ? 
GIRLS  {together,  a  shout).  Emily  Dickinson! 
MOLLY  {startled) .  Once  more,  quietly.  The  Ladies'  School  Com- 
mittee won't  want  to  hear  us  shouting.   {Looks  at  watch, 

nervously.)  Who  wrote  "There  Is  No  Frigate  Like  a  Book"  ? 
GIRLS  {ladylike  this  time).  Emily  Dickinson. 
MOLLY.  And  what  is  a  frigate — Elinore  Munroe? 
ELLIE  {caught  whispering  to  ray).  A  cricket.^  {Laughter  from 

class. ) 
MOLLY.  No  communicating  during  school  hours.  That's  two 

marks.  {Makes  note  on  pad  on  desk,  jimmie's  hand  goes  up, 

eagerly.)  James? 
JIMMIE  {rising,  smart-aleck) .  Well,  Miss  Morgan,  she's  like  a 

ship — I  mean,  like  a  two-masted  schooner,  like,  with  sails, 

I  mean,  and  maybe  sometimes  guns. 
MOLLY.  It's  not  English,  but  it's  correct.  Thank  you. 
JIMMIE.  Thank  you,  Miss  Morgan.  {Smiles  at  her,  adoringly.) 
MOLLY.  You  may  sit  down,  (jimmie  sits.)  Now,  Flora,  take  the 

first  stanza,  slowly. 
FLORA  {rising,  reading) . 

"There  is  no  /r/-gate  like  a  hook 
To  take  us  lands  2iway  ..." 
MOLLY  {tapping  with  pencil  on  desk) .  Just  a  minute,  Flora. 
FLORA.  Did  I  read  it  wrong? 
MOLLY  {bothered) .  You  didn't  read  it,  you  sung  it.  Can't  you 

see  the  poem  is  trying  to  tell  us  something? 
FLORA  {vaguely).  Tell  me  something? 
MOLLY.  That  you  can  see  and  experience  the  world,  just  sitting 

home  with  a  book. 
FLORA.  But,  Miss  Morgan,  you  can*t. 
MOLLY.  Yes,  Flora!  Books  aren't  just  things  to  bring  to  school, 

and  do  problems  and  learn  dates  from.  {Holds  up  her  book, 

coming  in  front  of  her  desk  now.)  It's  a  little  world  locked 

up  between  covers.  It  can  take  you  anywhere.  .  .  .  Don't  you 

feel  it? 
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FLORA  {shrugging').  It's  just  a  book,  (molly  sighs  slightly 
and  sets  book  down  on  desk.) 

MOLLY.  It  was  my  father's  favorite  poem.  He  gave  me  this  book 
on  my  twelfth  birthday.  I'll  never  forget  it.  {Looks  up  at 
class.)  What  did  you  get  on  your  birthday,  Nettie? 

NETTIE  {rising).  My  birthday?  Well,  ah — Uncle  Gundarson 
gave  me  five  dollars.  {Sits. ) 

MOLLY.  Edie,  what  did  you  get  ? 

EDIE  {rising) .  I  got  a  new  dress  and  a  patent-leather  pocketbook. 
{Sits.) 

MOLLY.  What  about  the  boys?  Ray.  Why  don't  you  tell  us? 

RAY  {rising).  Got  a  new  pair  of  corduroy  britches.  {Class 
laughs.  MOLLY  looks  at  them,  helplessly.) 

MOLLY.  You  may  sit  down,  (ray  sits,  molly  holds  up  her  little 
book.)  Just  remember,  when  some  of  you  have  finished  here, 
and  graduated  from  Pastures  of  Heaven  School,  that  Miss 
Morgan  said — she  wouldn't  trade  her  poetry  book  for  all  the 
birthday  presents  in  the  world.  {Puts  book  down,  takes  up 
notebook.)  Now,  Eighth  Grade  History.  .  .  .  {Voices  are 
heard  outside,  of  L.) 

ROBBIE  {off  l).  I  won't  go  in! 

MRS.  MUNROE  {off  l).  You'U  like  it,  Robbie.  There's  a  new 
teacher. 

RAY  {to  boys) .  They  got  'im ! 

MOLLY  {rapping  on  desk).  Keep  your  seats.  The  Ladies'  Com- 
mittee is  here.  {All  eyes  turn  to  door  l,  as  molly  retreats  be- 
hind desk,  worried  by  this  visit,  on  which  her  job  may 
depend.  She  calls  toward  door  L.)  Come  right  in,  Mrs. 
Munroe — Mrs.  Banks. 

(MRS.  BERT  munroe  and  MRS.  CLEO  BANKS,  dressed  in  their 
"best"  clothes,  come  in  L,  firmly  escorting  robbie  maltby 
between  them,  a  pathetic  figure.  They  stop  just  inside  the 
doorway.) 

MRS.  banks.  Don't  stop  for  us,  Miss  Morgan.  We  just  want 
to   see  how   things   are  going,   after   a  month.    (ROBBIE 

struggles.) 
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MRS.  MUNROE.  We  brought  you  a  new  pupil,  Robbie  Maltby. 

(To  ROBBIE.)  Say  good  morning. 
ROBBIE  {defiantly) .  I  don't  have  to  go  to  school ! 
MRS.  BANKS.  It's  the  law!  (molly  comes  toward  them,  from 

desk.) 
MOLLY.  If  you  ladies  let  him  go,  maybe  he'd  feel  better. 
MRS.  MUNROE.  If  we  let  him  go,  he'll  run. 
MOLLY  {quietly,  to  ROBBIE ).  Why  don't  you  want  to  come  to 

school,  Robbie? 
ROBBIE.  My  father  gave  me  plenty  of  books  at  home.  {Ladies 

gradually  release  robbie.) 
MOLLY.  I  can  see  that.  There's  one  in  your  pocket.  {Smiles,  as 

she  points  to  it. )  What  is  it  ? 
ROBBIE  {clamping  his  hand  to  book  in  pocket) .  It's  mine ! 
MOLLY.  Won't  you  let  the  teacher  even  see  it?  {Class  watches 

as  ROBBIE  hands  it  over,  molly  reads  title.)  Robert  Louis 

Stevenson.  He  was  a  Robbie,  too. 
ROBBIE  {touch  of  pride).  I'm  named  after  him. 
MRS.  BANKS  {impatiently).  I  think  we'd  better  get  on  with 

classes.  We  have  to  make  our  report  to  the  School  Board. 
MOLLY.  Just  as  you  say,  Mrs.  Banks.  Won't  you  sit  by  the 

window?  (MRS.  banks  and  mrs.  munroe  sit  on  bench  by 

window  u  L  c.  ROBBIE  stands  by  door  L,  watching  MOLLY, 

who  goes  behind  her  desk.)  Every  Friday  we  relax  and  read 

poems.  It's  good  for  the  soul. 
MRS.  BANKS.  The  soul?  {Turns  to  mrs.  munroe.)  I  dare  say. 
MOLLY.  Isn't  it — ^Robbie? 
ROBBIE.  There's  poems  in  my  book,  too. 
MOLLY.  I  know.  I  learned  them  when  I  was  a  girl.  {Holds  up 

book.)  Shall  we  read  from  Robbie's  poems,  class? 
MRS.    BANKS    {rising).    I    understood    my    Ray    w^as    doing 

geometry  ? 
MOLLY.  Later,  Mrs.  Banks.  If  you  don't  mind,  we'd  like  to 

keep  to  our  schedule,  please. 
MRS.  BANKS   {not  used  to  being  crossed).  Very  well,  then. 

Please  do.  {Looks  at  watch.)  I'm  expecting  my  daughter  Mae 
to  call  here  soon. 
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MOLLY  {anxiously).  Mae  Banks? 

MRS.  BANKS.  She's  taking  us  home  in  her  car. 

MOLLY.  Of  course. 

MRS.  BANKS  (pointedly) .  Mae's  been  to  college  in  Monterey. 

She  might  just  have  some  good  ideas  for  our  school.  (Takes 

her  place  on  bench  again.) 
MOLLY.  We'll  all  be  glad  to  see  her.  (Sees  robbie  still  standing 

by  door. )  Now,  then,  Robbie,  where  have  you  been  keeping 

yourself  ? 
ELLIE   (hand  raised).  They  hide  in  that  old  cabin  up  the 

mountain ! 
JIMMIE  (pulling  her  hand  down).  You  be  quiet! 
molly.  I've  never  heard  of  it? 
ROBBIE.  Never  heard  of  Vasquez'  cabin  ? 
MOLLY.  Why  don't  you  tell  me  about  it? 
ROBBIE.  He  was  a  bandit — like  Robin  Hood.  He  stole  sheep 

and  horses  from  the  rich  people — (Indicates  MRS.  BANKS.) 

— and  gave  them  to  the  poor  people  on  the  ranches. 
MRS.  BANKS  (incensed) .  He  was  a  cattle  rustler,  and  a  Spaniard, 

at  that. 
ROBBIE  (caught  up  in  his  story) .  No,  he  wasn't !  He  lived  a  long 

time  ago,  before  I  was  born,  even,  and  he  was  descended 

from  the  Conquistadores. 
MOLLY.  How  do  you  know  all  this  ? 
ROBBIE.  My  father  told  me. 
MOLLY.  Your  father?  .  .  .  (Moves  from  behind  her  desk  to 

downstage  end  of  it.)  Whom  do  you  hid©  from  up  there, 

Robbie? 
ROBBIE.  People. 

MRS.  BANKS.  It's  dangerous  'way  up  there.  I  never  let  Ray  go. 
ROBBIE.  The  posse  came  by  searching  for  him,  on  the  trails. 
MOLLY  (holding  his  eye).  Didn't  they  ever  find  him? 
ROBBIE.  No.  You  don't  understand.  (Comes  toward  her,  lost  in 

his  story.)  No  trails  lead  to  it.  But  from  the  door,  Vasquez 

could  locdc  out  over  all  the  trails.  If  he  did  hear  a  noise  in  the 

bushes,  he'd  come  out  of  the  dark  inside,  and  vanish  into  the 

shadows — like  he  was  a  shadow  himself.   (Stops,  molly 
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looks  at  the  boy  in  wonder:  Here  is  the  key  to  her  job  in  the 

Pastures,  a  boy  with  imagination.') 
MOLLY  (^repressed  excitement) .  Then  what  would  he  do — this 

"shadow"? 
ROBBIE.  He'd  hide  in  the  dark,  when  he  came  back — and  maybe 

he'd  sing.  .  .  .  Some  sad  songs  of  his  own  people — because 

he  knew  somebody' d  find  him,  some  day,  no  matter  how  he 

hid — and  he  knew  he  couldn't  live  forever.  {His  eyes  meet 

molly's.  There  is  an  tinder standi^ig  between  these  two  lonely 

people.) 
molly  {handing  back  his  book  as  he  stands  by  her  at  desk). 

Thank  you,  Robbie.  That  was  a  very  good  recitation. 
ROBBIE  {surprised).  Recitation?  .  .  . 
MOLLY.  This  will  be  your  seat,  right  here.  {Indicates  empty  seat 

near  front.)   You  can  write  your  name  in  this  notebook: 

Robert  Louis  Stevenson  Maltby.  {Hands  him  notebook  and 

pencil  from  desk.) 
ROBBIE    {trapped,   but  happy).  Yes,  ma'am — Miss  Morgan. 

{Sits.) 
MRS.  BANKS  {superior) .  What  class  did  you  say  this  was,  Miss 

Morgan  ? 
MOLLY.  Let's  call  it  American  History,  Mrs.  Banks.  {To  class, 

efficiently.)  Now  if  the  Eighth  Grade  arithmetic {Car 

horn  toots  outside.) 
MRS.    BANKS    (^rising).    There's    Mae,    already.     {To    MRS. 

MUNROE.)  Tell  her  to  come  in,  Sarah.  {To  MOLLY.)  If  it 

wouldn't  disturb  the  class.  Miss  Morgan  ? 
MOLLY  {uncertainly) .  We  do  have  physics  and  composition. 

{Considers,  then  firmly.)  But  ask  your  daughter  to  come  in. 

We  can  have  our  recess  hour.  All  in  favor? 
CLASS.  Ay!  Ay!  {Holds  up  hands,  mrs.  munroe  goes  out  L. 

MRS.  BANKS  sits  again.) 
MILLIE  {calling).  Edie,  you're  on  my  side,  remember? 
MOLLY  {rapping  for  attention).  Just  a  minute.  We've  got  to 

set  Robert  a  good  example,  his  first  day  of  school.  Ready? 
{Rings  hand  bell  on  desk.  Class  rises,  stands  by  seats.  She 

rings  again;  they  run  out  L,  yelling,  all  but  robbie.) 
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ROBBIE  {scared,  to  molly)  .  Is  it  a  game? 

MOLLY.  Why  don't  you  go  with  them,  and  see? 

ROBBIE.  I'm — scared.  So  many  girls. 

MOLLY  {kindly,  with  point').  We  must  never  be  scared,  any 

of  us,  Robbie.  By  anything,  (robbie  looks  at  her.  She  smiles 

encouragingly  and  he  runs  L,  after  others.) 

(ROBBIE  dashes  past  mae  banks,  who  enters  L  at  that  moment, 
MRS.  MUNROE  behind  her.) 

MAE.  What  was  that — the  thundering  herd? 

MRS.  BANKS  {rising).  Now,  Mae,  we  want  to  talk  to  Miss 

Morgan,  (molly  is  standing  behind  her  desk.  MRS.  munroe 

pauses  at  L  stage.  MRS.  banks  moves  down  to  L  c.) 
MAE  {studying  molly  at  her  desk).  I'd  like  to  talk  to  Miss 

Morgan  myself.  {Moves  over  in  front  of  desk.)  How  do 

you  do? 
molly.  Please  call  me  Molly.  Everybody  does. 
MAE.  So  I  hear  down  at  the  store.  You  settle  their  bets. 
MOLLY.  I  hear  about  you  from  your  brother  Ray. 
MAE.  That  wild  Indian.  It's  time  he  went  away  to  school. 
MOLLY.  He  seems  to  like  it  here. 
MAE  {curiously) .  How  about  you,  Miss  Morgan?  Do  you  like 

it  here? 
MOLLY.  Oh,  yes !  I've  never  felt  so  needed.  It's  almost  like — 

coming  home. 
MAE.  Don't  you  have  a  home  ? 
MOLLY  {quickly) .  Yes,  a  wonderful  home!  I  hated  to  leave  my 

mother — ^but  there's  so  much  I  think  I  can  do  here,  in  the 

Valley. 
MAE.  That's  nice.  {Turns  to  her  mother.)  Has  Bill  been  here? 
MRS.  banks.  What  would  Bill  Whiteside  be  doing  at  the 

schoolhouse? 
MAE.  Maybe  calling  to  take  the  new  schoolteacher  home. 

{Glances  at  molly.)  She  lives  at  his  house. 
MOLLY.  I'm  afraid  Bill  Whiteside  doesn't  know  I'm  around. 
MRS.  MUNROE.  He  would  if  you  was  a  cow. 
MRS.  BANKS  {sharply,  turning  to  her),  Sarah!  {To  MAE,  who 
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takes  out  car  keys  from  her  purse.)  Where  are  you  two  going 

today — shopping  ? 
MAE  {innocently,  turning  to  her) .  Wouldn't  you  like  to  know? 

(molly  stands,  embarrassed.  Then  as  she  hears  yells  from 

outside,  she  crosses  and  looks  out  window  u  R  C.) 
MOLLY.  Excuse  me.  It  looks  as  if  I'm  needed  outside. 
MRS.  BANKS  {reprovingly) .  All  that  about  bandits  excited  the 

children. 
MOLLY  {still  at  window).  Isn't  that  what  I'm  here  for,  Mrs. 

Banks — to  stir  their  imaginations — if  they  have  any? 
MRS.  BANKS.  Is  that  an  idea  from  Teachers  College? 
MOLLY  {crossing  to  MRS.  banks).  No.  I  got  that  from  my 

father,  (mae  turns,  looks  at  ladies.) 
MRS.  MUNROE.  Where  is  your  father  now,  Molly? 
MOLLY  {as  if  caught).  My  father?  .  .  .  Why,  he  died.  When  I 

was  a  girl.  He  was  killed  in  an  accident.  {There  is  a  pause.) 
MAE.  That's  too  bad,  Miss  Morgan.  I  am  sorry. 
MOLLY.  Excuse  me.  {Hurries  to  door  l,  calling, )  Careful  of  the 

new  car !  Show  Robbie  "Prisoners'  Base"  . . .  {Takes  bell  from 

desk,  then  goes  out  L,  the  teacher,  clapping  her  hands.) 
MAE  {as  she  goes).  What's  she  so  scared  of? 
MRS.  MUNROE  {who  has  joined  MRS.  banks  <//  l  c).  Why 

should  she  be  scared? 
MAE  {moving  toward  them).  Don't  ask  me.  But  she  is. 
MRS.  BANKS.  What  have  you  heard  ? 
MAE.  I  know  a  girl  who  stayed  at  that  boardinghouse  of  Mrs. 

Morrits'  in  San  Jose.  Molly  Morgan  cleaned  the  halls. 
MRS.  MUNROE  {grasping  eagerly  at  this  bit  of  news) .  You  mean 

she's  not  really  a  teacher? 
MAE.  She  said  she'd  lock  herself  in  her  room,  and  daydream. 
MRS.  BANKS.  So  did  you,  in  school — dream  of  boys. 
MAE  {casually,  perching  on  one  of  the  desks,  or  chairs).  Mrs. 

Morrits  told  her  she  listened  once,  after  she  scolded  her  for 

not  getting  the  rooms  clean.  She  was  talking  to  some  man, 

her  father.  He  was  bringing  her  roses,  to  take  her  to  the  opera. 
MRS.  MUNROE.  There,  I  knew  she  came  from  a  family  with 

money! 
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MAE.  But  when  she  knocked  and  went  inside,  there  was  nobody 
there. 

MRS.  BANKS.  What  do  you  mean,  nobody  there? 

MAE.  I  mean  she  was  all  alone  up  in  her  bedroom — crying. 
{Pause,  as  they  look  at  each  other,  puzzled.  Car  horn  sounds^ 
several  times,  loudly,  off  L.  MAE  crosses  to  window  u  L  C. 
MRS.  BANKS  and  MRS.  MUNROE  follow.)  That's  Bill  White- 
side's signal.  {Waves  from  window,  smiling.)  I'm  in  here, 
Bill.  {Waits.)  Bill? 

MRS.  MUNROE.  Well,  Mae,  Bill's  not  talkin'  to  his  cows  now. 

MAE.  He  has  to  be  polite  to  the  teacher,  doesn't  he?  {They 
wait.)  Bill,  I'm  in  here! 

(bill  comes  in  L,  in  city  clothes,  and  somewhat  out  of  place.) 

BILL.  Hello,  Mae.  You  ready  ? 

MAE  {crossing  down  to  him).  I've  been  here,  helping  Mama's 

committee.  She  asked  me  to.  {Bell  rings  outside. )  Looks  like 

recess  is  over. 

(molly  comes  in  l  with  the  bell,  mae  takes  bill's  arm.) 

BILL  {uncomfortably).  Guess  I'm  too  old  for  your  school — 

Molly. 
MOLLY  {who  has  paused  at  door).  Did  you  use  to  come  here? 
BILL.  Sure  did,  but  they  couldn't  educate  me.  My  teacher — 

well,  she  wasn't  anything  like  you. 
MOLLY.  Oh  ?  How  was  she  ? 
BILL  {confused,  between  girls) .  What  I  mean — I  guess  what 

I'm  trying  to  get  out — she  wasn't  young  and  pretty — and  all. 
MOLLY  {smiling  at  his  confusion) .  Why,  thank  you,  Mr.  White- 
side. {Crosses  toward  her  desk.) 
MAE.  He  seems  to  have  noticed  you,  after  all.  Miss  Morgan 

says  you  never  say  much,  at  meals. 
BILL.  No,  I  don't.  At  meals,  I  eat. 
MRS.  banks  {as  she  and  mrs.  munroe  come  L  c).  You  can 

take  Sarah  and  me  home  first. 
MAE.  Mama,  we're  expected  in  Monterey.  We're  late.  {Takes 

bill's  arm  again.) 


Act  I  Molly   Morgan  Page  37 

BILL.  Whoa,  there.  'Most  forgot.  I've  got  a  book  for  Molly 
Morgan's  school.   (Takes  book  from  pocket.) 

MOLLY  {by  her  desk).  A  book,  Bill? 

BILL  {reading  title  proudly).  "Almanac  for  Cattle  Breeders, 
1920-21."  Every  figure  about  cattle  in  California  for  ten 
years.  Might  come  in  handy.  {Crosses  toward  her.) 

MOLLY  {as  he  hands  it  to  her).  You're  sure  you  don't  need  it.^ 

BILL.  Not  any  more.  Got  all  those  facts  right  in  my  head. 

MOLLY.  Why,  thank  you.  For  the  school.  {Smiles.)  Facts  and 
poetry,  both  in  one  day. 

MAE  {impatiently,  by  door  l).  Come  along.  Bill.  We  may 
want  to  stop  in  San  Jose. 

BILL  {crossing  back  to  mae).  San  Jose?  What  for? 

MAE.  Good-by,  Miss  Morgan.  It's  been  very  interesting.  {She 
and  MRS.  BANKS  escort  bill  out  L  between  them.  MOLLY 
suddenly  clutches  book  to  her,  as  if  in  fear.) 

MOLLY.  What  did  she  mean  by  that  ? 

MRS.  MUNROE.  Never  you  mind.  {Moves  over  to  MOLLY.)  If 
you  ask  me,  Molly  Morgan — {Taps  book.) — that  ain't  all 
Bill's  got  in  his  head.  {Winks  at  molly,  then  turns,  straight- 
faced,  and  marches  out  L.  molly,  alone,  looks  at  Bill's  book, 
smiles,  then  places  it  on  her  desk.) 

(takashi  sticks  his  head  in  at  the  door  L.) 

TAKASHI.  Are  you  going  to  ring  the  second  bell,  Miss  Morgan? 
MOLLY  {crossing  l).  Oh,  goodness,  I  forgot!  {Starts  to  ring 

recess  bell,  calling  out  door  L.)  Get  in  line — no  pushing. 

Ready,  march.  No  talking.  Take  your  seats  and  start  study 

hour. 

{Class  files  in  L,  and  pupils  take  their  seats  in  order.  MOLLY 
goes  back  to  her  desk  and  checks  as  they  sit  down.) 

MOLLY.   Bunnie — Ellie — ^Ray ^Where's  Robert?    {Nobody 

answers.  They  look  at  each  other.)  Doesn't  he  understand 
about  the  bell?  (ray  raises  his  hand.)  Yes,  Ray? 

RAY  {rising).  Robbie  ran  away  again. 

MOLLY.  Oh,  no,  he  wouldn't ! 
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JIMMIB  (rising) .  He  always  runs  away.  He  don't  like  school. 
MOLLY.  But  he  did — I  know  he  did.  (Runs  to  door  L,  calls  out.) 

Robert?  Robert  Maltby?  (Desperately.)  Robbie,  come  back. 

Recess  is  over.  Don't  be  afraid!  (Waits.  No  answer,  molly 

returns  slowly  to  her  desk.) 

CURTAIN 


ACT  ONE 

Scene  Five 


SCENE:  Vasquez'  cabin.) 

AT  RISE  OF  CURTAIN:  It  is  the  next  afternoon,  Saturday. 
music:  During  the  interval,  Vasquez'  Theme  is  heard.  It  is  a 
Spanish  folk  song,  on  a  guitar,  sad  and  nostalgic,  robbie, 
more  ragged  than  ever,  sits  on  the  edge  of  the  platform, 
cracking  nuts  and  nibbling  them.  Suddenly,  he  looks  up  and 
rises,  tense.  He  pushes  the  evergreen  bough  aside.) 

molly's  voice  ((9j(f  d  r).  It's  beautiful!  Such  a  beautiful  view. 
(ROBBIE  looks  forward  D  R,  then  hurries  around  in  back  of 
cabin.) 

(molly  comes  in  d  r,  as  if  finishing  a  long  climb.  She  wears 
a  corduroy  jacket,  notebook  in  pocket,  and  uses  a  mountain- 
stick.) 

MOLLY  {shielding  her  eyes,  looking  out  front) .  Las  Pasturas  del 
Cielo.  ...  I  can  just  see  that  Spanish  soldier,  hundreds  of 
years  ago — stumbling  on  this  green  valley  for  the  very  first 
time.  {Repeats.)  "Holy  Mother!  These  are  surely  the  green 
pastures  to  which  our  Lord  leadeth  us."  {Turns,  sees  cabin.) 
Vasquez'  cabin!  But  it's  so  small.  {Approaches  platform, 
calls.)  Anybody  there?  {Waits;  no  answer.)  I'm  up  here  all 
alone — and  I'm  having  an  adventure.  {Her  voice  is  like  that 
of  Molly,  the  child.  She  brushes  bough  aside,  peers  in.)  So 
dark,  and  lonely  .  .  .  {Climbs  on  platform,  finds  box,  pulls 
it  to  front  of  platform,  overlooking  the  Valley.)  It's  unreal, 
fantastic — a  story.  .  .  .  {Takes  notebook  and  pencil  from 
pocket,  sitting  on  box.)  I  can  just  see  how  it  was!  {Pause; 
then  she  starts  to  write.)  "Young  Vasquez,  the  bandit,  sat 
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right  here — and  looked  down  the  Valley,  just  as  I'm  looking. 
He  wore — he  wore  a  purple  velvet  vest,  braided  in  gold — 
and  his  trousers  flared  at  the  bottom,  like — like  the  mouths 
of  trumpets.  His  spurs  were  wrapped  in  silk  ribbons,  to  keep 
them  from  clinking "  {Bends  over  her  notebook,  writing.) 

(bill  appears  in  the  shadows  D  R,  in  his  overalls.) 

BILL.  If  you  ask  me,  you're  making  it  up. 

MOLLY  {jumping  up,  startled).  I  am  not!  {Sees  him.)  Oh,  Bill! 

BILL  {crossing  below  platform).  That's  quite  a  climb  alone, 
for  a  girl. 

MOLLY.  I  know,  but  it's  Saturday,  my  day  oflF.  {Hides  note- 
book.) I  brought  my — assignments  to  go  over. 

BILL.  You're  getting  as  far  from  those  brats  as  you  know  how. 

MOLLY.  No,  Bill.  I  like  my  students.  Even  the  dumb  ones. 
{Looks  around.)  Then,  I  thought  I  might  find  Robbie. 

BILL.  He'd  only  run  away,  again.  Probably  up  in  his  tree  house, 
hiding. 

MOLLY.  Where's  that? 

(robbie's  head  appears  for  a  moment  at  the  rear  of  the  cabin. 
Neither  see  him.) 

BILL.  You  won't  learn  from  me.  Let  Mrs.  Banks  find  it.  The 
climb  would  do  her  good,  (robbie's  head  disappears,  as  he 
smiles.) 

MOLLY.  But,  Bill — he's  got  to  get  an  education.  {Sits  again.) 

BILL  {kiddingly).  What  for?  They  tried  to  educate  me  in 
school,  but  I  foxed  'em.  I  do  all  right. 

MOLLY.  Does  your  father  think  so? 

BILL.  Maybe  not.  The  old  man,  he  thinks  this  valley  should 
blossom  as  the  rose,  with  culture  and  all.  {Looks  out  front.) 
I  see  it  just  as  good  pasture.  So  do  the  rest  of  the  folks. 

MOLLY.  I  think  your  father's  right.  He  has  a  dream. 

BILL.  Maybe.  {To  her.)  Why'd  you  come  up  here,  alone? 

MOLLY.  To  have  an  adventure. 

BILL  {sitting  on  edge  of  platform).  I  offered  to  come  along. 
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MOLLY  {puzzled).  Then  it  wouldn't  be  an  adventure.  Just  a 

trip.  {Pauses.)  Why  did  you  climb  up  here,  Bill? 
BILL  {quietly).  Could  be  getting  away  from  something  myself. 

MOLLY.  Oh  .   .   . 

BILL.  Yep.  Things  get  goin'  too  fast,  sometimes.  A  man  has  to 

take  time  out. 
MOLLY.  And — you  followed  me  because  I  might  get  lost. 
BILL  {noncommittal) .  I  followed  you. 
MOLLY  {intrigued).  What  about  your  cattle? 
BILL.  Out  to  pasture.  You  can  see  'em,  mostly,  'way  down  there 

— other  side  of  the  brook.  See?  {Rises,  interested,  points. 

MOLLY  squints  to  see  them.) 
MOLLY.  Oh,  yes !  They  look  like  little  Noah's  Ark  animals. 
BILL    {practically).  Well,   they  ain't!  They're  good  Jerseys, 

with  a  scatter  of  black-and-whites,  and  they're  mine.  Raised 

most  of  'em.  .  .  .  Got  to  get  back  to  'em  soon,  for  milkin'. 

{Takes  out  two  apples  from  pockets.)  Thought  maybe  you'd 

get  hungry. 
MOLLY.  Oh,  thanks.  Bill.  I  didn't  bring  anything,  (bill  hands 

her  one.  They  each  bite  into  an  apple.) 

(robbie's  head  appears  again.  He  licks  his  lips.) 

MOLLY.  I  really  just  wanted  to  visit  this  romantic  cabin  of 

Vasquez,  the  bandit,  (bill  turns,  robbie's  head  disappears.) 
bill  {matter-of-factly,  half  leaning  against  platform).  Funny 

old  box,  isn't  it  ?  Just  an  old  woodshed. 
MOLLY  {indignantly).  It's  nothing  of  the  kind! 
bill.  Sure  it  is.  There's  a  dozen  of  them  just  like  it,  around  here. 
MOLLY.  A  woodshed! 
bill.  You'd  be  surprised,  though,  how  many  tourists  and  all 

come  here  to  look  at  it.  Funny  part  is,  nobody's  sure  Vasquez 

was  ever  here. 
MOLLY  {rising).  Of  course  he  was  here.  Fm  sure  of  that! 
bill.  How? 
MOLLY  {tvonderingly).  I  can  feel  it.  This  isn't  just  an  ordinary 

spot.  This  dark  little  cabin,  up  in  the  mountains,  just  where 
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it  can  overlook  all  the  trails.  ...  A  bandit  must  have  hid  out 
here,  (bill  laughs.')  Don't  laugh. 

BILL  {jumping  up  on  platform).  Keep  your  bandit.  I  don't  want 
him.  (Takes  her  arm.)  Everybody  thinks  this  Vasquez  was 
some  sort  of  hero.  He  was  really  just  a  thief,  (molly  starts  to 
pull  away;  he  holds  her.)  I  mean  it.  He  started  stealing  sheep 
and  horses,  and  ended  up  robbing  stagecoaches. 

MOLLY.  Only  to  help  the  poor. 

BILL.  He  robbed  people,  and  he  had  to  kill  a  few  of  'em  to  do 
it.  {Looks  straight  at  her.)  I  don't  know,  but  if  I  was  the 
schoolteacher,  Molly  Morgan,  I'd  think  twice  before  I'd  teach 
kids  to  admire  thieves  and  murderers,  (molly  goes  to  edge 
of  platform.) 

molly  {coldly).  Of  course,  Bill.  You're  perfectly  right.  .  .  . 

BILL.  I  know  I'm  right.  Now,  why.^ 

MOLLY.  Would  you  mind  not  talking  for  a  minute,  Bill }  I  guess 
I'm  a  little  tired.  I  came  up  here  to  get  away. 

BILL.  From  what?  (molly  does  yiot  answer.)  Whatever  you 
say.  (bill  eats  his  apple,  in  silence,  molly  stands  looking 
out  over  the  Valley,  trying  to  recapture  her  dream,  music: 
Vasquez'  theme  on  the  guitar,  molly's  eyes  begin  to  fill  with 
tears.  She  takes  out  her  handkerchief.) 

BILL  {moving  behind  her).  I  know  what  ails  you.  You're 
homesick. 

MOLLY.  I  have  no  home. 

BILL.  Nobody  else's  hills  ever  look  as  good  as  your  own. 

MOLLY  {turning  to  him).  Who  said  that? 

BILL.  I  said  it.  Everything  don't  come  from  books,  (molly  looks 
away.)  You're  nineteen,  and  you're  away  from  home — and 
you  need  somebody  to  look  out  for  you. 

MOLLY  {kindly) .  I  can  look  out  for  myself.  Bill.  I  always  have. 

BILL.  Always? 

MOLLY.  Since  I  was  a  girl.  {Confidentially.)  It's  just — I'm  not 
sure  of  my  job.  Some  things  about  the  people  here  I  can't 
understand. 

BILL.  My  father's  satisfied. 

MOLLY.  He's  very  kind  and  good. 
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BILL.  What  about  your  father? 

MOLLY  (^startled).  My  father?  (Pause.)  Oh,  he  was  a  wonder- 
ful man!  So  sure,  and — successful.  But  he  was  away  a  lot. 
When  he  did  come  home,  he  didn't  just  "take  care"  of  us. 
He  used  to  bring  us  things. 

BILL.  Like  what? 

MOLLY.  Like — adventures,  (bill  shakes  his  head,  not  under- 
standing, music:  The  Childhood  Theme.)  You  wouldn't 
understand.  My  father  had  been  everywhere,  in  the  strangest 
far-off  places.  Not  just  the  ordinary  cities.  He'd  discover 
places.  And  when  he  came  home,  he  always  told  us  about 
them,  and  brought  us  the  most  unexpected  presents.  .  .  . 
{Pause;  she  smiles.)  Once — once,  I  remember,  he  brought 
me  a  puppy .  .  . 

BILL.  Puppy  ?  What  kind  ? 

MOLLY.  What  kind?  I  don't  know — but  he  was  a  very  fine 
puppy.  A  thoroughbred.  .  .  .  {Lights  dim  out  on  cabin,  as 
MOLLY  moves  D  c.  BILL  remains  at  platform,  as  if  still  talk- 
ing. Lights  up  slowly  D  C,  special  spot.)  He  hadn't  been 
home  in  a  long  time,  my  father — and  he  came  late  at  night, 

so  we  didn't  even  see  him  until  morning Mother  wouldn't 

let  us  bother  him,  until  he'd  had  his  sleep — ^he  was  so  tired. 
But  then — on  that  wonderful  morning  . .  . 


ACT  ONE 

Scene  Six 


SCENE:  Flashback:  Molly's  childhood  home.  The  lights  come 
up  slowly,  on  the  D  c  area,  molly  crosses  down  into  the  light, 
leaving  her  jacket,  placing  the  ribbons  in  her  hair  as  she 
turns:) 

FATHER  {of  D  R,  calling).  Molly!  Where's  my  Molly-girl? 
MOLLY  {voice  and  manner  of  a  young  girl).  Father,  I  knew 

you  were  home !  Tom,  come  quick,  he's  home ! 
FATHER  {off  D  r).  And  just  you  wait  till  you  see  the  presents 

I've  brought  you. 

(GEORGE  MORGAN,  Molly's  father,  dapper  in  a  good-looking 
suit,  appears  D  R,  and  comes  to  D  c.  mother,  behind  him, 
holds  his  suitcase  and  a  shoe  box.  mother  is  now  combed 
and  dressed  in  honor  of  his  homecoming.) 

MOTHER  {clucking).  Now  be  careful,  children.  Don't  mess  up 
your  father's  good  suit,  (molly  runs  and  hugs  father.) 

(TOM  enters  D  l,  bringing  a  stool  as  before,  and  joins  them  in  a 
happy  group.) 

MOLLY.  Oh,  Father,  you're  really,  truly  home!  .  .  . 

TOM.  What'd  you  bring  us? 

FATHER.  All  sorts  of  things  I  Just  hand  me  that  suitcase,  Mother. 
(mother  hands  it  to  father.  //  is  the  same  one  Molly 
carried  on  her  entrance  in  the  first  scene.)  Just  look  at  this! 
{Opens  suitcase  on  stool.)  Here's  a  shawl  for  Molly.  That's 
from  Yucatan.  I  bought  it  for  her  right  in  the  middle  of  a 
revolution.  {Pulls  out  a  cheap,  colored  shawl.)  Here's  the 
way  the  senoritas  wear  it.  {Drapes  it  on  molly's  shoulders.) 

MOLLY  {entranced).  Father.  It's  beautiful! 

44 
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TOM.  Was  it  a  real  revolution? 

FATHER.  It  was  real  as  could  be.  {Pantoinhnes  shooting.)  Bang- 
bang-bang!  (TOM  squeals  with  delight.)  And  what's  more, 
here's  a  gun  for  Tom,  to  prove  it.  {Gives  tom  a  toy  gun.) 

TOM.  Jiminy!  A  gun. 

mother.  Now,  George,  you  spoil  them.  We  need  the 
money 

FATHER.  Nonsense,  they're  kids !  And  here.  Here  is  the  grand 
supreme  biggest  surprise  of  all — for  my  Molly. 

MOLLY.  A  surprise  for  me.^ 

FATHER.  Hand  me  the  box,  Mother,  (mother  gives  him  card- 
board shoe  box.)  Come  here,  Molly — close — and  see  what 
else  you've  got.  (molly  comes  closer.)  Just  to  show  you 
your  father  always  loves  you — no  matter  what  happens. 

TOM.  I  know  what  it  is! 

MOLLY  {peeking  in  box) .  A  puppy ! 

TOM.  Is  it  for  me,  too } 

father.  No,  Tom,  this  is  just  for  Molly.  For  her  to  take  care 
of.  {Hands  molly  box.  She  holds  it  tenderly,  pats  puppy 
inside. ) 

molly.  It's  so  little.  So  darling!  What  kind  of  pup  is  it? 

FATHER  {gaily  improvising).  Why — it's  a  doUar-and-a-half 
pup.  You  get  a  lot  of  kinds  of  dog  for  a  dollar  and  a  half. 
{Laughs  with  mother.)  I  said,  give  me  a  doUar-and-a-half's 
worth  of  mixed  dog,  and  that's  the  kind  it  is.  Molly  must 
name  it. 

MOLLY  {adoringly).  I'm  going  to  name  it  "George,"  Father — 
after  you. 

FATHER  {a  courtly  bow) .  Thank  you,  Molly.  I  accept  the  honor. 
(molly  kisses  him,  holding  box  between  them.) 

MOLLY.  Oh,  Father,  I'll  never,  never  be  happier  than  this 
minute!  .  .  .  You'd  never  leave  us,  would  you? 

FATHER.  Never,  Molly.  If  I  ever  go  away — I'll  come  back.  I 
promise. 

MOLLY.  And  you'll  love  us  always,  won't  you?  Just  like  you  do 
now — this  minute? 

FATHER.  Always.  Always,  (molly  clings  to  father,  as  TOM 
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holds  puppy  in  box.  Then  mother  draws  father,  with  suit- 
case, away,  out  of  the  light.  TOM  follows  with  stool  and  box. 
MOLLY  is  left  alone.  Lights  down  on  Molly's  home,  D  C. 
MOLLY  turns  toward  D  L.) 

MOLLY.  He  promised — but  he  couldn't  keep  his  promise.  He 
wanted  to — we  all  knew  that.  But  later — when  //  happened — 
I  knew  that  things  would  never,  never  go  right  again.  .  .  . 
{Lights  up  on  Vasquez'  cabin,  bill  stands  as  before,  finishing 
his  apple,  molly  crosses  into  scene,  dropping  shawl  behind 
platform,  putting  her  ribbons  away,  in  her  corduroy  jacket, 
then  putting  it  on  again.)  He  was  a  very  fine  puppy,  a 
thoroughbred.  We  were  going  to  enter  him  in  the  show,  when 
he  grew  up — and  people  would  come  from  all  over — ^with 
prizes. 

BILL.  What  happened  to  him? 

MOLLY  {pause).  I  don't  remember. 

BILL.  Don't  remember? 

MOLLY.  Or  maybe,  I  want  to  forget.  .  .  . 

BILL  {turning  front).  Well — sun's  going  down,  Molly.  It's 
time  we  were,  too. 

MOLLY.  No.  I  don't  want  to  leave  yet. 

BILL  {beside  her).  But  what's  up  here? 

MOLLY.  I  don't  want  to  leave.  Bill.  It's — for  a  moment — it's 
like  it  used  to  be. 

BILL  {matter-of-factly) .  Tell  me  something,  Molly.  How  young 
were  you  when  your  father  died  ? 

MOLLY.  My  father?  .  .  .  {Long  pause.)  He  didn't  die,  Bill.  I 
mean,  he  went  away  and  never  came  back.  I  don't  even  know 
if  he  is  dead — or  where  he  is.  {Pause.)  I  didn't  mean  to  tell 
you.  Bill.  .  .  .  But  don't  you  see  what  it  is  I've  got?  I  may 
not  know  where  he  is,  but  somewhere — my  wonderful  father 
is  living  and  having  new  adventures,  just  as  he  always  did. 
That  way,  I  always  have  him  with  me !  {Turns  to  him  eagerly, 
her  eyes  shining.)  Can't  you  understand  that,  Bill?  Can't 
you  see  ? 

BILL.  I'm  bound  to  say  I  can't.  Didn't  you  tell  me  he  was  a  sort 
of  traveling  salesman  ? 
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MOLLY.  That  was  only  his  job. 

BILL.  And  now  you  say  he  went  away,  one  time,  and  left  you 

and   your   mother   and  your   brother.    {Brief  pause.)    He 

deserted  you. 
MOLLY  {hurt).  No!  It  wasn't  like  that. 
BILL.  Then  how  was  it.^ 
MOLLY.  It  was — differe?2t.  He  loved  us. 
BILL.  Loved  you.^  If  you  ask  me,  your  father  sounds  like  an 

irresponsible  old  cuss,  (molly  turns  to  him,  in  anger.) 
MOLLY.  Don't  say  that  about  my  father!  He  was  a  wonderful 

man.  He  was  the  best  father  anyone  ever  had !  {Turns  and 

runs  D  R,  sobbing.) 

BILL  {following).  But,  Molly,  I  only  meant 

MOLLY.  Be  quiet !  Please !  .  .  . 

BILL.  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  you — and  me. 

MOLLY  {forcefully) .  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  you.  You  don't 

know  anything  about  it !  Or  about  me,  obviously.  Would  you 

mind — just  leaving  me  alone!  {Runs  out  D  R.  bill  takes  up 

her  mountain-stick,  which  she  has  dropped,  stunned  by  her 

outburst,  and  goes  out  D  R,  after  her.) 

(ROBBIE  appears,  peering  out  from  the  rear  of  the  cabin.  He 
looks  after  them,  wondering.) 

CURTAIN 


ACT  TWO 

Scene  One 


SCENE:  The  schoolroom.  We  see  sig?is  of  Molly's  hand:  spring 
flowers,  curtains  on  the  windows,  student  paintings  on  the 
walls.  The  door  l  to  the  school  yard  is  open.) 

AT  RISE  OF  CURTAIN:  //  is  early  spring,  six  months  later, 
morning,  molly,  in  a  pretty  spring  dress,  a  ribbon  in  her 
hair,  sits  at  her  desk.  It  is  just  before  lunch  hour;  the  class  is 
restless,  molly  is  the  efficient  teacher,  her  mind  only  on  her 
work.  JIMMIE  MUNROE,  in  bandanna  and  yellow  shoes,  sits 
by  pretty  Alice  wicks,  ray  banks,  takashi  and  other  boys 
sit  at  the  rear,  ellie  munroe,  sally,  millie,  edie  and  little 
BUNNIE  are  near  the  front.  They  all  hold  lunch  boxes. 
ROBBIE,  the  prodigal,  sits  alone,  upstage  of  the  door  L,  a 
big  "Aionitor"  badge  on  his  overalls.  He  is  reading,  as  ragged 
and  unkempt  as  ever,  flora  and  Nettie,  who  dress  alike,  are 
standing  up  front,  facing  the  desk,  for  a  history  lesson.) 

MOLLY  (^at  a  crisp  pace).  When  wa5  the  Congress  of  Vienna? 

Flora. 
flora.   The  Congress  of  Vienna  was   1815,  Miss  Morgan. 

( JIMMIE  whispers  to  Alice.) 
ALICE  {glancing  apprehensively  at  molly).  Don't! 
JIMMIE.  But  it's  time  for  lunch. 
MOLLY  {tapping  with  pencil).  In  seven  minutes,  exactly,  Mr. 

Munroe.  Sit  in  order. 

JIMMIE.  But,  Miss  Morgan,  I'm  studying 

MOLLY.  Study  your  book,  for  a  change.  (  jimmie  sits  up  straight, 

hands  behind  back,  molly  gets  on  with  lesson.)  What  did 

the  Congress  of  Vienna  establish  in  Europe? 
NETTIE  {hand  in  air).  The  Balance  of  Power! 
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FLORA  {furiously).  She  always  answers  my  questions! 
NETTIE.  I  got  it  first.   {Kjjock  on  door  L.  molly  looks  up 

nervously. ) 
MOLLY.  See  who  that  is,  please,  Ellie?  {Titters  from  girls,  alice 

hangs  her  head.) 
ELLIE.  Know  who  without  asking.  Miss  Morgan.  Shark  Wicks. 
MOLLY  {reprovingly).  Mr.  Wicks  is  a  member  of  the  School 

Board.  We'll  all  watch  our  manners,  (ellie,  reprimanded, 

crosses  and  opens  door  L.) 
ELLIE  {at  door) .  Come  in,  Mr.  Wicks. 

(shark  WICKS  cofnes  in  l,  an  elderly  storekeeper,  in  old  pants 
and  apron.) 

MOLLY  {pleasantly) .  You're  welcome  to  sit  till  the  bell  rings, 
Mr.  Wicks. 

WICKS  {coming  R  c,  as  ellie  goes  back  to  her  seat).  No  occa- 
sion to  set.  Just  come  for  Alice. 

ALICE  {mortified).  Oh,  Papa!  .  .  .  (molly  rises,  anxious  but 
firm.) 

MOLLY.  School  is  in  session,  Mr.  Wicks. 

WICKS.  Alice  might's  well  get  started.  It's  a  long  walk. 

MOLLY.  Alice  will  be  dismissed  when  the  rest  are,  not  before. 
Please  have  a  chair.  Robbie?  (robbie  offers  him  empty  chair, 
taken  from  rear  of  class,  wicks,  challenged,  takes  chair,  places 
it  downstage  of  door  l  and  sits.)  Now,  Nettie,  where  was 
Napoleon  exiled.^ 

FLORA  {quickly) .  St.  Helena,  so  there!  {Makes  face  at  nettie.) 

MOLLY.  Correct.  Tomorrow's  assignment,  pages  411  to  420. 
Have  you  got  that  ? 

FLORA  and  NETTIE.  Yes,  Miss  Morgan.  {Make  notes,  sit  dotvn 
in  their  seats  and  get  out  lunch  boxes.) 

MOLLY  {facing  class).  I  am  going  to  ring  the  first  lunch  bell. 
{To  ROBBIE.)  Robert,  are  you  on  the  door? 

ROBBIE  {rising) .  Yes,  ma'am.  I'm  ready.  {Stands  looking  over 
his  "charges.") 

wicks  {nodding  toward  ROBBIe).  When  did  that  ragamuffin 
get  back  ? 
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MOLLY  {stiffly).  If  you  mean  Robert  Maltby,  Mr.  Wicks,  he 
came  back  with  the  spring.  {Turns  to  class.)  I  would  hke  to 
see  Alice  Wicks  and  James  Munroe  at  my  desk.  {Rings  hand 
hell.  Class  stand  beside  seats  and  scramhle  for  lunch  boxes, 
RAY  pops  a  cookie  in  his  mouth.) 

ROBBIE.  Drop  that  cookie. 

RAY.  Yes,  sir.  {Swallows  it  in  one  gulp.  ROBBIE  steps  forward. 
Overalls  out  at  the  knees  and  seat,  no  shoes,  he  still  manages 
to  convey  picture  of  a  general  leading  an  army  into  battle. 
We  now  see  ray  and  takashi  are  also  barefoot.) 

MOLLY.  Second  bell. 

ROBBIE.  You  girls  keep  in  step  for  Miss  Morgan.  {Raises  hand, 
glances  at  wicks,  molly  rings  second  bell.)  March!  Hep — 
hep  .  .  .  (ROBBIE,  proud  of  his  responsibility,  stands  guard 
as  class  marches  past  wicks  to  school  yard,  off  L.  We  hear 
them  yelling.  Alice  and  jimmie  remain  behind,  seated.) 

NETTIE  {as  she  leaves).  If  my  father  came  to  school  for  me, 
I'd  die. 

ALICE.  It's  all  his  fault!  {Indicates  jimmie,  who  grins,  robbie 
takes  book  he  has  been  reading  to  Molly's  desk.) 

ROBBIE.  Here's  your  book  back,  Miss  Morgan.  Thanks. 

MOLLY  {taking  it).  Why,  you're  welcome,  Robbie.  Did  you 
like  it? 

ROBBIE.  Oh,  yes,  ma'am.  {Turns  to  go,  hesitates,  turns  back.) 
There's — some  writing  in  it.  {Scurries  out  L.  MOLLY  sets 
book  down,  curious.) 

JIMMIE  {hands  still  behind  back).  Miss  Morgan,  I  can't  come 
to  your  desk  and  sit  in  order. 

MOLLY.  Then  sit  there  till  I  find  what  disturbs  Mr.  Wicks. 

WICKS  {rising,  coming  a  few  steps  toward  them).  He  knows 
darned  well  what  disturbs  me !  Alice  is  a  good-lookin'  girl. 

MOLLY.  I  can  see  that  would  disturb  Jimmie,  Mr.  Wicks,  not 
you.  (jimmie  suppresses  a  snort.) 

ALICE  {moaning) .  I  told  you  if  you  came  to  school  they'd  laugh 
at  me. 

WICKS.  Let  'em.  They  ain't  goin'  to  laugh  at  me,  down  to  the 
store. 
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MOLLY  {going  to  ALICE).  Don't  be  upset.  You  can't  help  it  if 
the  boys  look  at  you. 

WICKS.  Maybe  she  can't,  but  I  can.  I'm  her  father. 

MOLLY  {wistfully) .  Her  father.  .  .  .  Do  you  know  what  that 
means  to  a  growing  girl,  Mr.  Wicks?  Don't  spoil  it.  (Turns 
to  JIMMIE,  half-amused  by  his  stonelike  visage.)  Mr.  Munroe, 
you  may  be  excused  if  you'll  answer  me  one  question. 

JIMMIE.  Yes,  Miss  Morgan. 

MOLLY.  Do  you  always  have  to  be  in  love  with  somebody? 

JIMMIE.  Looks  like.  {Grins.)  I  guess  it's  my  personality. 

MOLLY  {suppressing  a  laugh).  Oh,  go  eat  your  lunch!  That's 
what  you  need,  (jimmie  grabs  his  lunch,  shines  shoes  on 
his  long-pants'  leg,  hurries  out  L,  past  wicks,  with  a  smile 

for  ALICE.) 

WICKS.  Bert  Munroe  can  take  care  of  that  young  heller ! 
MOLLY  {amused,  moving  toward  him).  How,  Mr.  Wicks?  By 

turning  back  the  spring?  They've  studied  hard  all  winter. 

Jimmie  told  me  he  only  walked  Alice  home  through  the 

woods.  What  can  we  do — chop  down  all  the  woods?  {Smiles 

at  ALICE.)  If  I  had  a  daughter  as  pretty  as  Alice,  I'd  be  mad 

li  the  boys  didn't  follow  her. 
WICKS.  She's  only  fifteen. 
ALICE.  And  a  half ! 
MOLLY   {moving  back  behind  her  desk).  That's  plenty  old 

enough  to  come  to  school  without  her  father,  Mr.  Wicks. 

This  is  1921.  {To  Alice.)  You're  lucky  to  have  a  father  to 

worry  about  you.  Now  go  get  your  lunch  with  Ellie.  ( Alice 

rises  and  starts  L.) 
wicks  {stopping  her) .  She's  comin'  home  with  me. 
MOLLY  {a  little  scared,  but  standing  up  to  him).  This  is  school 

property,  Mr.  Wicks.  I'm  the  teacher,'  and  I  know  the  state 

rules. 
WICKS.  Why,  you're  no  better'n  a  girl  yourself! 
MOLLY.  Then  I  know  how  Alice  feels.  You're  making  her 

ashamed  of  being  pretty — and  that's  wicked. 

(ellie  and  nettie  peer  in  at  the  door  L,  curious,  molly 
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deliberately  takes  a  sandwich  from  her  own  lunch  and  holds 
it  out  to  ALICE.  ALICE  looks  at  her  father,  then  takes  it  boldly.) 

ALICE.  Thank  you,  Miss  Morgan. 

MOLLY.  Alice  is  staying  here  for  lunch,  today. 

NETTIE  {excitedly).  I'll  swap  two  peanut-butters  for  a  jelly- 

and-pickle ! 
ALICE.  Thank  you.  Miss  Morgan.  {Follows  ellie  and  NETTIE 

out  L,  happily.) 
WICKS.  I'll  tan  that  Munroe  kid's  hide  for  him !  {He  is  angry 

and  thwarted.) 
MOLLY    {sitting  behind  her  desk).   Oh,   dear!   I  sometimes 

wonder  how  anybody  gets  educated  at  all. 
WICKS  {crossing  over  in  front  of  desk).  What's  stoppin'  'em? 

School  budget's  high  enough. 
MOLLY  {with  spirit).  You.  And  folks  like  you  who  never  look 

beyond  this  little  community  and  your  everlasting  feed  store. 

Mr.  Wicks,  the  world  is  bigger.  We  must  bring  some  of  it 

into  this  unhappy  valley.  Can't  you  see — that  when  you  try 

to  stop  Alice  from  being  herself,  you're  trying  to  stop  the 

Universe  ? 
WICKS  {looking  her  over,  offended) .  I  think  that's  pretty  wild 

talk,  from  a  schoolteacher. 
MOLLY  {subsiding) .  I  guess  it  is.  I  should  mind  my  p's  and  q's. 
WICKS   {getting  nasty).  Might  not  be  a  bad  idea — with  the 

School  Board  meeting  coming  up  next  week. 
MOLLY.  The  Board  Meeting,  so  soon  ? 
WICKS.  Cleo  Banks  sent  out  the  call. 
MOLLY  {uneasily).  Mrs.  Banks?  What  for? 
WICKS.  Couldn't  say.  {Starts  L  again.)  Plans  for  next  year — 

and  all. 
MOLLY.  I  see.  That's  when  you  decide,  about  me.  (wicks  is 

silent.  MOLLY  rises,  goes  to  window  u  R  c  and  looks  out  over 

the  Valley.) 
WICKS.  You  been  riding  high,  wide  and  handsome,  here — just 

because  you  went  to  Teachers  College.  {Cries  and  laughter 

are  heard  from  schoolyard.) 
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MOLLY.  Yes,  Mr.  Wicks.  I  suppose  I  should  be  more  circum- 
spect. It's  just  that,  odd  as  it  may  seem  to  you — {Turns  to 
htm.) — I  know  it's  spring,  too. 

(ROBBIE  comes  in  l,  in  alarm.') 

ROBBIE  {pausing  just  inside  doorway).  They're  here! 
molly.  Who,  Robbie.^ 

ROBBIE.  Those  helping  ladies,  (molly  goes  L  to  look  out  door.) 
MOLLY.  More  official  visitors,  it  seems.  {To  robbie.)  You're 

monitor,  Robbie.  Tell  them  to  come  in.  (robbie  goes  out  L, 

obediently. ) 
WICKS  {as  MOLLY  moves  behind  her  desk).  Cleo  Banks  knows 

how  to  take  care  of  her  daughter. 
MOLLY.  You  mean,  Mae  Banks  '^ 
WICKS  {moving  toward  desk  again).  Used  to  gallivant  around. 

But  she's  all  set. 
MOLLY  {anxiously) .  Set? 
WICKS  {pointedly) .  I  thought  you'd  be  the  first  to  know.  Say 

down  to  the  store  she's  marryin'  Bill  Whiteside,  in  June. 

(molly  sits  at  desk.) 
MOLLY.   No,    I   hadn't  heard.   Bill   never   says  much   about 

anything. 
WICKS.  Yep,  Bill's  caught  her,  looks  like.  Or  more  like  Mae 

caught  him.  He'll  have  that  Whiteside  property,  you  know, 

when  his  father  dies.  Bring  a  good  price. 
MOLLY.  You  mean,  he'd  sell  it — his  father's  old  place?  (wicks 

goes  to  door  L  as  molly  ponders  this.) 
wicks  {calling  out).  Hello,  Geo.  Howdy,  Sarah.  Leavin'  town? 

(MRS.  MUNROE  and  MRS.  BANKS  enter  L,  well-dressed,  as  usual, 
wearing  hats.  MRS.  munroe  carries  a  satchel,  molly  rises.) 

MRS.  BANKS.  Just  some  things  from  the  Helping  Hand.  I  see 

Alice  is  at  lunch  with  the  boys,  after  all. 
wicks.  Figure  it's  not  worth  fighting,  end  of  the  year.   {To 

MOLLY.)  Do  me  a  favor,  Miss  Morgan.  Keep  Jimmie  Munroe 

in  after  school  half  an  hour — for  a  handicap. 
MOLLY.  The  way  things  are,  I'll  probably  have  a  reason. 


Page  54  Molly   Morgan  Act  II 

MRS.  BANKS  {speaking  over  to  molly).  Tell  Robbie  Maltby 

we  want  to  see  him. 
WICKS  {staring  at  satchel).  I'll  tell  him.  See  you  to  meeting, 

Cleo.  {Goes  out  l,  hitching  up  his  apron,  molly  comes  L  c 

and  greets  the  ladies,  uneasily.) 
MRS.  BANKS.  Sarah  and  I  collected  some  things  to  keep  that 

boy  decent. 
MRS.  MUNROE.  The  boy's  ashamed  to  come  to  school,  that  way. 
MOLLY  {protesting).  Oh,  I'm  sure  he  isn't.  Please.  I've  just 

managed  to  get  him  back. 
MRS.  MUNROE  {opening  satchel) .  We've  got  together  some  nice 

made-over  shirts,  and  overalls.  Those  he  wears  are  a  disgrace. 
MOLLY.  But  they're  his!  He  doesn't  know  the  difference.  Why, 

the  boys  have  even  begun  to  imitate  him. 
MRS.  BANKS  {holding  up  patched  shirt,  taken  from  satchel). 

The  Ladies  of  the  Helping  Hand  donated  these  things. 

There's  no  disgrace  in  being  poor. 
MOLLY  {beginning  to  lose  her  temper).  Then  why  should  you 

and  I  make  it  one.^  Why  not  just  wait? 
MRS.  MUNROE.  You've  never  known  what  it's  like  to  be  poor, 

Molly. 
MOLLY  {slight  pause) .  Perhaps.  But  I  do  know  it's  wrong  to 

hurt  a  boy's  pride. 
MRS.  BANKS  {scomfully) .  He  doesn't  know  what  pride  is. 
MOLLY.  Believe  me,  Mrs.  Banks,  he  does.  I  teach  him,  and  I 

know.  It's  all  he  has — his  independence. 
MRS.  BANKS  {ti^ith  finality) .  Pardon  me.  Miss  Morgan,  but  we 

know  about  children,  because  we've  had  them.  The  Ladies  got 

these  clothes  up  out  of  charity — and  they'll  be  mad  as  hops 

if  we  don't  get  them  on  him. 
MOLLY.  If  you  do,  Mrs.  Banks,  I  won't  be  responsible  for  what 

he  does.  {Goes  back  behind  her  desk.) 

(ROBBIE  sidles  in  the  door  L,  uncomfortably.  He  has  been 
wrestling,  and  looks  a  sight.) 

ROBBIE.  You  want  me,  Miss  Morgan?  {Pauses  at  door  L.) 
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MRS.  BANKS.  Mrs.  Munroe  and  I  have  brought  some  things 

for  you. 
MRS.  MUNROE  {kindly).  Sort  of  like  a  birthday  present. 
ROBBIE.  It's  not  my  birthday, 
MRS.  BANKS.  Come  stand  up  on  this  bench,  and  see  how  you've 

grown.  {Crosses  to  bench  u  l  c.  MRS.  munroe  follows  her, 

taking  things  out  of  satchel.) 
ROBBIE  {embarrassed) .  Do  I  have  to,  Miss  Morgan? 
MRS.   BANKS.   Hurry.   We  don't  want  the  girls  coming  in. 

(ROBBIE  gets  up  on  bench,  reluctantly,  puzzled.) 
MRS.  MUNROE.  He'll  have  to  grow  into  them. 
MRS.  BANKS   {holding  overalls  against  Robbie's  legs).  They 

look  as  if  they'd  been  made  for  him. 
MRS.  MUNROE.  Turn  around,  Robbie. 
ROBBIE  {appealing  to  her).  Miss  Morgan.^  .  .  .  (molly  turns 

away  and  sits  at  her  desk.) 
MRS.  BANKS  {turning  him  around) .  When  you're  told  to  turn 

around,  young  man,  do  it.  We've  brought  you  some  socks 

and  brand  new  shoes. 
ROBBIE.  Shoes! 

(ray,  jimmie  and  takashi  peer  in  l  and  watch  from  the  door.) 

RAY.  Giving  him  shoes. 

takashi.  What  for? 

jimmie.  It's  the  Helping  Hand.  He's  in  trouble! 

MRS.  BANKS   {not  Seeing  other  boys).  Now,  Robbie,  throw 

away  that  dirty  shirt.  You're  older  now,  and  must  dress  like 

the  other  boys.  So  you  won't  feel  left  out,  and — well,  poor, 

and  neglected. 
ROBBIE.  I'm  not  poor,  Mrs.  Banks. 
MRS.  BANKS.  You're  certainly  next  thing  to  it.  It's  not  your  fault. 

If  your  father {Hands  him  some  clothing.) 

ROBBIE.  I  don't  want  these  things.  {Holds  them  away  from  him, 

and  steps  down.) 
MRS.  MUNROE.  It's  a  present,  Robbie — like  a  party. 
ROBBIE  {hurt,  and  mortified) .  I  don't  want  any  of  'em.  {Sud- 


Page  56  Molly   Morgan  Act  II 

denly  he  sees  boys  at  door.  He  turns  quickly,  clutching  clothes 
to  hide  his  face,  shaking  with  quiet  sobs.) 

RAY.  Hey,  Robbie,  what's  up  ? 

ROBBIE.  I  don't  want  any  of  'em!  I  won't  take  'em,  I  am  not 
poor.  I  am  not  poor!  {Throws  bundle  down,  tugs  at  his  torn 
overalls,  ashamed,  and  runs  out  L,  past  boys.) 

MRS.  BANKS.  Well!  What  do  you  think  of  that? 

MOLLY  {rising).  If  you'll  pardon  me,  Mrs.  Banks,  I  think  it 
was  one  of  the  cruelest  things  I  ever  saw. 

MRS.  BANKS  {moving  toward  her).  To  give  that  ungrateful 
boy  clothes  he  needs? 

MOLLY.  No.  To  do  it  publicly,  in  front  of  everybody,  as  if  he 
had  no  feelings.  I  consider  that  plain  stupid. 

MRS.  MUNROE  {going  to  her,  pacifying).  Now,  Molly,  remem- 
ber, you're  only  the  schoolteacher. 

MRS.  BANKS.  Let  her  talk,  Sarah.  Perhaps  she  does  know 
everything. 

MOLLY.  No,  I  don't.  But  you  can  believe  me,  when  I  say  that's 

something  I  do  know — hand-me-downs {Stops,  realizing 

what  she's  said.) 

MRS.  BANKS.  Hand-me-downs ?  You? 

MOLLY.  I'm  just  upset.  {Turns  away.) 

MRS.  BANKS  {plainly) .  We  can  see  that.  It's  not  a  good  quality 
for  a  teacher,  Miss  Morgan.  We  need  someone  of  balance, 
and  honesty — and  above  all — respectability.  You're  young, 
but  you  seemed  to  have  those  qualities  when  Mr.  Whiteside 
hired  you — in  spite  of  rumors  and  gossip. 

MOLLY  {turning  to  them).  I  don't  care  about  rumors  and 
gossip.  I  don't  like  people  meddling  with  my  pupils,  in 
school,  who  don't  understand  children,  and  break  their 
hearts. 

MRS.  MUNROE.  Molly,  now  listen 

MRS.  BANKS.  Are  you  defying  me,  Miss  Morgan? 

MOLLY.  If  that's  what  you  like  to  call  it,  I'm  afraid  I  am. 
{Pause.  RAY,  who  is  still  at  door  L  tvith  others,  runs  toward 
his  mother,  takashi  and  jimmie  remain  at  door.) 

RAY.  Hey,  Mom,  what  happened  to  Robbie? 
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TAKASHI.  Why  did  he  run  like  that?  (mrs.  banks  looks  down, 
sees  her  son's  bare  feet.) 

MRS.  BANKS.  Raymond  Banks,  what  are  you  doing  without 
your  shoes? 

RAY.  We  never  wear  'em  to  school  any  more.  Robbie  don't. 

JIMMIE  {kicking  of  his  yellow  shoes).  That's  right.  Like 
Robbie,  no  shoes. 

TAKASHI  {turning,  showing  torn  rear  of  pants).  Like  Robbie, 
no  pants. 

MRS.  BANKS  {shocked  surprise).  And  this  is  allowed  in  our 
public  school! 

MOLLY.  They  like  Robbie;  they  understand  him.  {To  boys.) 
Go  tell  him.  (ray,  jimmie  and  takashi  run  out  L.  MRS. 
BANKS  goes  to  door  L.) 

MRS.  BANKS.  Do  they,  really?  {Turns  at  door  L.)  Well,  Miss 
Morgan,  I'm  frank  to  admit  I  don't  understand  you.  You 
encourage  Mr.  Wicks 's  daughter  to  run  off  with  Jimmie — 
you  tell  me  my  Christian  duty — and  you  let  my  son  run 
around  here  like  a  common  hoodlum.  {To  MRS.  munroe.) 
Come,  Sarah.  We've  got  some  calls  to  make.  (mrs.  munroe 
hastily  picks  up  satchel  and  clothing  and  joins  MRS.  banks. 
They  go  out  L.  molly,  alone,  reaches  for  bell  on  desk.  Her 
hand  touches  book  Robbie  left.  She  opens  it;  a  paper  falls 
out.) 

MOLLY  {picking  it  up,  reading  paper).  "Saints  are  sinners  that 
just  keep  trying,"  Robert  Louis  Stevenson.  {Smiles.  Then, 
still  worried,  she  takes  up  bell,  crosses  to  doorway  L.  She 
stands  there,  ringing  it  loudly,  like  a  call  to  arms.) 

CURTAIN 


ACT  TWO 

Scene  Two 


SCENE:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.) 

AT  RISE  OF  CURTAIN:  It  is  the  following  morning,  willa 
sits  in  her  rocking  chair  D  K,  a  sewing  basket  in  her  lap.  She 
pulls  a  thread,  angrily.  The  school  hell  rings  into  this  scene, 
to  cover  the  change) 

WILLA  (^calling).  John.  {Goes  to  door  u  c.)  John  Whiteside, 
leave  those  roses.  I've  got  to  talk  to  you. 

(JOHN  appears  U  C,  with  trowel  and  gloves.  He  wears  a 
battered  hat.) 

JOHN  (going  to  desk,  removing  hat,  putting  down  trowel  and 

gloves).  Father  always  said  his  gardens  would  be  handed 

down,  from  generation  to  generation. 
WILLA  {moving  back  to  rocker,  sitting).  You'd  better  stir  your 

stumps,  or  you  won't  have  a  generation. 
JOHN.  You  been  talking  to  Bill? 
WILLA.  Mae  Banks  was  here.   (JOHN  takes  pipe  from  desk, 

starts  to  fill  it.)  Smoking  that  pipe  won't  change  a  thing. 

They're  set  for  June. 
JOHN.  Where's  Molly? 
WILLA   {sewing  again).  Upstairs  correcting  papers,  same  as 

always.  Comes  home  and  goes  to  her  room. 
JOHN.  I  thought  with  spring  and  all,  they'd  make  up  by  now. 

See  any  signs  ? 
WILLA.  She  said  at  breakfast  she  might  spend  the  summer  in 

San  Francisco.  Bill  said  Monterey  was  far  enough  for  him. 
JOHN.  He'd  never  leave  this  place.  {Comes  D  R,  lighting  his 

pipe.) 

58 
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WILLA.  You  don't  know  what  a  young  fellow  will  do,  for  a  girl 

who  knows  what  she  wants. 
JOHN  {pausing,  puffing  slowly  on  pipe).  Willa,  do  you  think 

Bill's  in  love  with  Mae? 
WILLA  {annoyed).  I  know  one  thing.  If  I  knew  for  sure  what 

came  between  him  and  Molly — I'd  still  try  to  change  things. 
JOHN.  If  you  interfere,  you'll  lose. 
WILLA  {confiding).  She  seems  almost — scared  of  Bill. 
JOHN.  Bill  wouldn't  hurt  a  fly. 
WILLA.  He's  hurt  her.  Or  something  has.  I  wish  I  knew  what. 

The  girl  needs  help. 
JOHN  {moving  back  toward  desk).  Come  on,  Willa.  Bill's  your 

son,  but  she  may  just  not  like  him.  She's  been  seeing  Pat 

Humbert  a  little. 
WILLA.  Bill's  a  fine  son.  Just  a  little  dumb.  But  if  something 

doesn't  happen  fast,  he'll  be  just  a  darn  fool. 
BERT  {offuc,  on  porch).  Where  is  everybody? 
WILLA  {quickly) .  Don't  say  anything  to  Bert. 
JOHN  {calling).  Just  having  a  family  conference-meeting. 

(BERT  comes  in  U  C,  hot  and  sweaty.  He  wipes  his  brow  with 
his  cap.) 

BERT  {coming  L  c).  That's  what  I  stopped  to  see  you  about. 

Ain't  it  time  for  our  School  Board  Meeting? 
JOHN  {pausing) .  We've  got  the  spring  dance  to  think  of  first, 

Bert.  {Sits  at  his  desk,  but  turning  to  face  BERT.) 
WILLA  {suspiciously).  Hi,  Bert.  How's  Sarah? 
BERT.  She's  fine.  Keeps  busy. 
JOHN.  The  dance.  The  Board  Meeting.  We  always  lose  money 

on  one,  and  make  it  up  at  the  other. 
BERT.  Why  not  combine  'em,  this  year?   {Looks  u  c.)   The 

young  folks  could  dance  on  the  porch,  while  we  held  the 

business  meeting  in  here. 
WILLA.  Not  on  your  tintype — with  no  help ! 
BERT  {scratching  his  head  at  this  outburst).  Okay,  Willa,  just 

wondered.  {Starts  u  c,  turns.)  Mae  Banks  thinks  it  ought 

to  be  held  down  to  the  Salinas  Inn,  with  a  jazz  band. 
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wiLLA.  Never  was  held  outside  The  Pastures. 

BERT.  Mae's  got  some  plan  up  her  sleeve,  I  suppose. 

WILLA.  I  wouldn't  be  surprised.  {Turns  to  JOHN.)  Come  to 

think  of  it,  John,  we  did  use  to  have  dances  here,  with 

lanterns  and  all.  Molly  could  help  with  the  refreshments. 

The  school  dance  ought  to  be  run  by  the  schoolteacher.  She 

has  nice,  ladylike  ideas. 
BERT.  True — my  kids  swear  by  Molly  Morgan.  {Doubtful.) 

Even  if  Cleo  Banks  and  Shark  Wicks  are  out  gunning  for  her. 
WILLA.  It  wouldn't  hurt  if  you'd  tie  up  your  boy  Jimmie. 
BERT  {laughing,  as  he  now  moves  down  toward  willa).  I  beat 

that — ^put  him  to  work  in  the  east  orchard.  Just  had  to  have 

help. 
JOHN.  Didn't  you  have  any  luck  down  in  Salinas  ? 
BERT.  Got  me  a  couple  of  hands,  all  right,  down  by  the  bridge. 

One  of  'em  is  okay — the  other,  he's  a  character.  Waiting  out 

in  the  truck,  now.  {Starts  u  C  again.)  I'd  better  be  going. 
JOHN.  What  are  you  paying  them,  Bert  ? 
BERT.  Dollar  and  a  half.  That's  what  the  old  guy  asked  for. 

{Calls  outside  to  truck:  "Let's  get  going."  He  waves  to  JOHN 

and  then  goes  out  u  C.) 
JOHN.  So  long,  Bert,  (willa  rises  and  moves  quickly  to  JOHN.) 
WILLA.  I've  got  to  talk  to  Molly. 
JOHN.  She's  correcting  papers.  {Rises.) 
WILLA.  That  won't  do  her  any  good,  if  Shark  Wicks  and  Cleo 

Banks  are  really  after  her.  (JOHN  takes  up  gloves,  hat  and 

trowel.)  John  .  .  . 
JOHN.  Yes,  Willa? 

WILLA.  Molly  is  a.  good  teacher,  isn't  she? 
JOHN.  She's  the  best  we  ever  had.  You  know  that. 
WILLA.  Do  you  think  there's  any  chance  they'd  vote  her  out? 
JOHN  {moving  toward  u  c).  You  know  as  much  as  I  do.  Cleo 

has  some  woman  from  Monterey,  with  more  experience. 
WILLA.  That's  another  of  Mae's  "ideas." 
JOHN  {pausing  u  c).  I'm  Clerk  of  the  Boa^d.  I'll  do  what  I 

can.  Molly's  a  good,  honest  girl,  with  a  fine  background — 

but  some  folks  don't  understand  her. 
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wiLLA  {crossing  up  to  him).  Do  you,  John? 

JOHN.  I  like  her  no  matter  what  she  does. 

WILLA  {vehemently) .  Then,  John,  somebody's  got  to  find  her 

trouble.  She  may  need  help. 
JOHN  {smiling  slowly) .  When  you  get  that  look  in  your  eye, 

there's  no  use  telling  you  to  mind  your  business. 
WILLA.  Not  a  bit  of  use  in  the  world.  {Moves  back  to  desk.) 

You'll  need  this.  {Picks  up  pipe  john  has  left  on  desk  and 

hands  it  to  him.  john  takes  pipe  and  goes  out  u  C.  willa 

crosses  to  door  u  R,  and  calls.)  Molly .^  Could  you  come 

down  a  minute.^ 
MOLLY  {ajter  a  pause,  off  u  r).  I'll  be  right  down,  Mrs. 

Whiteside. 
WILLA.  It's  important.  {Quickly  takes  some  cups  from  shelf  R, 

puts  them  on  table  c  atid  then  goes  out  L.) 

(molly  comes  in  U  R,  papers  in  hand,  pencil  in  hair,  the  effi- 
cient schoolma'am.) 

MOLLY  {as  she  comes  in).  Has  something  happened.'* 

(willa  comes  in  l  with  the  coffee  pot.) 

WILLA  {coming  left  of  table).  It's  time  you  and  I  had  a  kaffee- 
klatsch. Sit  down. 
MOLLY  {sitting  in  chair  upstage  of  table).  Mr.  Whiteside's 

gardens  are  beautiful.   I  can  see  him  from  my  window, 

working. 
WILLA.  It's  always  been  his  dream  to  make  this  the  show  place 

of  The  Pastures.  {Pours  coffee  for  them.) 
MOLLY.  Most  people  here  seem  too  busy,  making  their  crops 

pay. 
WILLA  {casually,  sitting  left  of  table).  A  pity  Bill  never  saw  it 

his  father's  way,  isn't  it?  {They  sip  coffee  as  scene  continues.) 
MOLLY.  Bill?  ...  I  never  thought  about  it.  Bill  and  I  don't 

have  much  to  say  these  days. 
WILLA  {with  a  guilty  glance  toward  U  c).  Wonder  why? 
MOLLY.  I  guess  you'll  have  to  ask  Bill. 
WILLA  {setting  down  cup).  Molly,  I  want  to  tell  you  some- 
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thing.  It  does  concern  you;  If  Bill  should  ever  leave  this  old 
place  and  go  to  Monterey,  it'd  break  his  father's  heart. 

MOLLY.  Why  would  he  go  to  Monterey  ? 

WILLA  {abruptly,  almost  angrily).  Because  somebody  wants 
him  to. 

MOLLY  {smiling  ruefully) .  Well,  if  that's  the  way  it  is  .  .  . 

WILLA.  Molly,  you  and  Bill  were  getting  along  fine.  What 
happened.^  (molly  rises.)  Now  don't  go  scuttling  off  like 
a  rabbit.  I'm  his  mother — and  I  might  as  well  be  yours.  You 
haven't  got  anybody. 

MOLLY  {after  a  pause).  You've  been  very  kind.  But — there  are 
some  things  I'd  rather  keep  to  myself. 

WILLA.  But,  Molly — things  have  to  be  shared  with  somebody! 
{Gets  up,  opens  her  arms.)  Now  who  in  Qiristendom  are 
you  going  to  find  bigger  and  better  to  settle  your  troubles 
on  than  old  Willa  Whiteside?  (molly  looks  at  her,  un- 
happily. ) 

MOLLY.  I  wouldn't  know  how  to  tell  you,  in  words. 

WILLA  {moving  up  to  her).  Is  it  about  your  job  in  school.'* 

MOLLY.  Well,  yes,  in  a  way. 

WILLA.  John's  stood  by  you,  the  best  he  could.  But  I  must  say, 
Molly,  you  don't  make  it  easy.  We're  cow-people,  but  you 
start  right  ofl?  reciting  poetry,  when  the  Ladies  visit,  instead 
of  algebra. 

MOLLY.  But  the  children  love  it. 

WILLA.  They're  not  supposed  to  love  it!  That  Ladies'  Com- 
mittee helps  select  teachers,  you  know  that.  Then  you  go  tell 
old  Shark  Wicks  to  let  his  daughter  gather  rosebuds  while 
she  may  with  Jimmie  Munroe 

MOLLY.  All  I  said  was,  it's  spring. 

WILLA  {exasperatedly).  To  these  hardheads,  spring  just  means 
the  streams  run,  the  ground's  ready  to  plant — and  it's  calving 
time.  Spring  I  {Shakes  her  head. )  Then  on  top  of  it  all,  you 
tell  Cleo  Banks  she's  wrong  to  give  Robbie  Maltby  new  pants. 

MOLLY  {with  spirit).  But  she  shamed  him!  That's  the  worst 
thing  anybody  can  do,  to  hurt  anybody's  pride  in  himself. 
Why,  my  own  father {Stops.) 
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WILLA.  What  about  your  father? 

MOLLY  {moving  R  c).  He  never  let  us  think  for  one  minute 
that  there  were  people  who  were  thoughtless  or  ugly  or 
hateful.  .  .  . 

WILLA  {gently,  crossing  down  to  her) .  But,  Molly,  there  are. 

MOLLY.  Not  when  you're  growing  up,  discovering  everything. 
.  .  .  {Gazes  front.)  Why,  I  remember  a  time,  when  Tom  and 
I  were  young,  living  in  our  big  house — my  father  gave  me 
a  puppy.  I  named  it  "George,"  after  him.  .  .  .  {Turns  to 
WILLA.)  I  remember,  I  asked  Papa  what  kind  he  was,  and 
he  said:  "Why,  he's  a  doUar-and-a-half  dog.  .  .  ."  {Starts  to 
laugh  at  memory,  willa  watches  her,  questioning.) 

WILLA.  A  dollar- and-a-half  dog  ? 

MOLLY  {catching  herself).  Oh,  but  he  was  a  fine  pup — a 
thoroughbred!  My  father  always  brought  us  the  very  best. 
. .  .  {Remembering,  sadly.)  And  then,  one  day — it  happened. 
I  couldn't  help  it.  It  just  happened.  .  .  .  (music:  Childhood 
Theme,  merry-go-round,  willa  looks  at  molly,  a  doubt 
beginning  to  form  in  her  mind,  molly  leaves  willa,  as 
lights  dim  in  dining  room.  She  crosses  D  c  in  special  spot,  her 
hair  shaken  down  about  her  shoulders,  like  a  young  girl. 
WILLA  moves  quietly  to  left  of  table  and  sits,  drinking  coffee, 
as  if  scene  continued.  Lights  are  down  in  dining  room.) 


ACT  TWO 

Scene  Three 


SCENE:  Flashback:  Molly's  home,  as  a  child.  The  special  spot 
is  up  on  the  D  c  area,  tom  is  seated  on  a  high  stool.) 

MOLLY  {as  she  walks  D  c).  I  shouldn't  have  said  that.  They'll 

find  out.  They'll  know  how  poor  we  were.  They'll  find  out 

about .  .  . 
TOM  {looking  in  shoe  box  he  holds).  Come  on,  pup,  bark, 

can't  you?  Are  you  a  dog,  or  ain't  you?  (molly,  as  a  girl, 

runs  into  scene.) 
MOLLY.  Tom  Morgan,  get  away  from  my  puppy!  Father  gave 

him  to  me.  {Grabs  box  from  him.) 
TOM  {scornfully) .  All  it  does  is  sleep. 
MOLLY.  He's  little — he  has  to  sleep.  {Back  to  audience,  MOLLY 

takes  pup  from  box.)  Don't  you,  Georgie?  All  babies  sleep 

a  lot. 
TOM  {getting  down  from  stool) .  We'll  train  him  to  hunt. 
MOLLY.  Not  my  George.  He's  going  to  be  my  friend,  and  know 

all  my  secrets. 
TOM  {scoffing).  "Secrets"!  That  old  brass  button  you  hid. 
MOLLY.  And  look  at  my  bird's  nest.  Then  he'll  remember. 
TOM  {trying  to  grab  him).  Give  'im  here.  I'll  show  him. 
MOLLY  {pushing  him  away).  Stay  away! 
MOTHER  {of  D  r).  Quiet,  children.  Your  father's  trying  to 

sleep. 
MOLLY.  Tom  won't  leave  my  puppy  alone. 
MOTHER  {offDR).  Tom,  have  you  chopped  the  kindling? 
TOM.  I'm  gettin'  it  now,  Mom.  {Picks  up  small  hatchet,  sticks 

it  in  belt.)  Lemme  show  you  how  to  hold  'im. 
MOLLY  {climbing  up  on  stool,  with  puppy).  Look  over  there 

in  the  high  branches,  Georgie.  See  the  wren's  nest?  There, 

64 
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against  the  sky.  It'll  swing  Mrs.  Wren's  babies  to  sleep,  like 

this.  .  .  .  (Swings  puppy  above  her  head.)  By-low,  by-low, 

baby  .  .  . 
TOM   {shouting  suddenly).  Look  out,  you're  dropping  him! 

(molly  whirls  around  at  his  cry.) 
MOLLY.   Dropping  my {Puppy  falls  from  her  hands  to 

floor.)  Tom,  Tom!  {Screams,  ifj  pain  and  horror.)  Georgie, 

Georgie!  {Scrambles  down  from  stool,  bends  over  puppy, 

concealing  it.  Pitiful  cries  of  an  injured  pup  are  heard. ) 
TOM  {bending  over  puppy).  He's  hurt,  Molly — looks  like  his 

back's  broken. 
MOLLY.  You  shouted  at  me.  You  made  me  drop  him ! 
TOM  {frantically) .  We  can't  let  him  yell — we  can't! 
MOLLY.  What'll  I  do.> 
TOM  {the  boy) .  Go  away,  Molly.  Please.  We  can't  let  him  yell. 

Don't  look ! 
MOLLY.  What  are  you  going  to  do? 
TOM.  Don't  look.  Don't  listen.  Cover  your  ears,  Molly !  {Shoves 

his  sister  aside;  molly  stands  sobbing,  hands  over  her  ears.) 
MOLLY.  Don't !  Don't !  (tom  takes  hatchet  from  belt,  raises  it. 

We  hear  the  sickening  thump.  Pup's  cries  stop.)   Father! 

Father!  Father!   (tom  rises,  his  face  a  blank.  He  throws 

down  hatchet,  runs  D  L  and  out.) 

(GEORGE  MORGAN  comes  in  D  R,  suspendets  down,  rubbing 
his  eyes.) 

MOLLY  {kneeling  over  puppy) .  I  dropped  him — I  was  showing 
him  the  wren's  nest,  and  Tom  yelled  and  I  dropped  him. 
Then  Tom  hit  him,  and  he  ran  away.  .  .  .  (father  kneels 
by  pup,  takes  molly's  head  against  him.) 

(mother  comes  in  D  R.  She  holds  a  small  pot  with  a  lid,  and 
a  spoon.) 

FATHER.  Poor  Tom — poor  Tom.  .  .  .  You  mustn't  ever  say 
anything  to  Tom  about  it,  Molly.  {Soothes  her,  as  she  sobs.) 
Never  even  look  at  him,  as  if  you  thought  of  it.  He  had 
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to  do  it.  {Takes  up  dead  pup  gently.  We  see  him  pull  himself 

together,  to  comjort  molly.) 
MOLLY.  He  was  so  warm — he's  dead. 
FATHER.  Well,  we'll  have  to  have  a  funeral. 
MOTHER  {who  has  approached  them  slowly) .  Oh,  now,  George, 

for  a  puppy! 
FATHER  {with  odd  dignity') .  Molly's  puppy,  named  after  me. 

Wasn't  he,  Molly .^   (molly  nods.)  Now,  let's  see.  Did  I 

ever  tell  you  about  the  Chinese  funeral  I  went  to — in  Hawaii  .** 
MOTHER  {turning  away).  Hawaii. 
FATHER.  And  the  colored  paper  they  throw  in  the  air,  like 

money?  (molly  looks  up.)  And  the  little  roast  pig  on  the 

grave  ? 
molly,  a  Chinese  funeral?  (father  places  puppy  gently  in 

box. ) 
father.  Of  course.  Everybody  was  in  the  procession.  A  Chinese 

funeral  is  a  great,  happy  occasion.  Nobody  misses  it. 
MOLLY  {rising).  A  happy  funeral? 
father  {acting).  Why  not?  He's  happy  now,  isn't  he?  Now, 

have  you  got  a  white  handkerchief?  Here,  take  mine.  {Takes 

one  from  pocket.)  You  have  to  be  dressed  in  white,  because 

you're  the  most  important  member  of  the  family.  {Places 

handkerchief  on  molly's  head.) 
MOLLY,  Not  black? 
father.  Not  at  all.  It's  a  party,  and  we  give  little  "George"  all 

the  presents  he  might  have  had.  Now,  what  have  we  got? 
MOLLY  {looking  in  pocket).  My  brass  button.  Some  beads,  a 

ribbon.  {Holds  them  up.) 
father.  That's  right.  That's  just  the  thing! 

(TOM  stares  in  from  D  L,  curious.) 

mother  {whining) .  George,  what  do  you  think  you're  doing? 
It's  dinnertime. 

FATHER.  We're  going  to  bury  Molly's  puppy  in  the  garden, 
with  full  imperial  ceremonies.  {Takes  paper  from  pocket.) 
Here,  Molly — tear  this  paper  in  little  pieces,  for  good-luck 
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money.  At  a  Qiinese  funeral,  it's  what  you  think  that  mat- 
ters— and  what  you  thought  of  him. 

MOLLY  {tearing  paper  into  hits).  I  loved  him — ^more  than 
anything ! 

TOM  {approaching).  What's  happenin'? 

FATHER.  Just  the  man  we  need — a  priest  to  sound  the  gong,  to 
ward  off  evil  spirits!  {Takes  mother's  spoon  and  pot  lid, 
strikes  them  together  with  a  bang.) 

MOTHER.  What  on  earth  will  the  neighix)rs  say? 

GEORGE  {putting  pot  on  tom's  head,  like  a  helmet).  They'll 
say,  there  go  the  Morgans,  giving  Molly's  puppy  the  honor- 
able funeral  he  deserves.  Priest,  start  the  procession!  Sing, 
mourners.  Beat  the  great  round  gong.  We're  sending  a  soul 
to  Nirvana ! 

molly.  What  shall  we  sing? 

FATHER.  Some  happy  song.  How's  this?  {Begins  a  tune  in 
the  Chinese  manner,  wailing,  without  words.  We  recognize 
it  as  the  old  sailing  song:  "A-rovin*,  a-rovin'."  He  picks  up 
shoe  box  with  puppy:  tom  goes  first,  starting  D  R,  beating 
lid  with  spoon;  molly  follows  in  her  white  cap,  throws 
paper  "money"  in  the  air.  father  is  next,  mother  watches, 
disapproving,  from  D  c.  Lights  down  on  Molly's  home,  D  C. 
Sounds  fade.) 

MOLLY.  That's  what  he  was  like — my  father.  Nobody  can  take 
that  away,  because  it's  true.  We  were  poor,  and  what  we 
had  always  seemed  to  be  taken  away  from  us.  But  he  cared 
about  us.  He  couldn't  bear  to  see  us  hurt  or — frightened. 
{To  herself.)  Frightened.  {Lights  up  on  Whiteside  dining 
room.  All  the  props  in  previous  scene  have  been  taken  off, 
and  others  have  gone  out.  willa  is  finishing  her  coffee. 
MOLLY,  hair  back,  pencil  in  it  again,  is  seated  upstage  of 
table.) 

WILLA.  He  sounds  like  a  wonderful  father. 

MOLLY  {the  adult) .  Yes,  Mrs.  Whiteside.  I  think  you  could  say 
he  was.  We — we  never  went  without  anything. 

WILLA.  Too  bad  he's  not  right  here  to  help  you,  now. 

MOLLY.  My  father ! 
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WILLA  {watching  her) .  Drink  your  coffee.  It  always  helps. 

MOLLY  {uneasily,  taking  up  her  cup,  then  setting  it  down 
again) .  What  did  you  want  to  talk  to  me  about,  Mrs.  White- 
side? 

WILLA.  I  think  I'm  beginning  to  know  the  answer  without 
asking,  (molly  gets  up  with  her  papers.  She  goes  to  stairs.) 
Don't  run  away. 

MOLLY.  I'd  better  get  back  to  work.  You're  so  kind.  I  wish 
there  was  something  important  I  could  do  for  you. 

WILLA.  Maybe  there  is.  {A  pause.)  I'm  sure  there  is.  (molly, 
afraid  to  pursue  this  further,  goes  out  u  R  and  upstairs,  willa 
rises  and  takes  cups.)  Never  heard  of  a  thoroughbred  dog 
for  a  dollar-and-a-half.  {Shakes  her  head,  bill  is  heard  out- 
side, off  U  C,  arguing  with  his  father.) 

JOHN  (Ojf  u  c).  Is  it  about  selling  those  head  of  black-and- 
whites  ? 

BILL.  About  that — and  something  else! 

(JOHN  and  BILL  come  in  u  c.  willa  has  started  toward 
kitchen,  L.) 

bill.  Everybody  else  is  talking,  so  I  might  as  well,  myself. 
JOHN.  All  right,  Bill.  Let's  have  it.  {He  and  bill  pause  upstage 

of  table.) 
bill.  Well — it  seems  there's  this  old  livery  stable  down  to 
■    Monterey.  They're  going  to  remodel  it,  and  make  a  garage 

and  filling  station  for  automobiles. 
JOHN.  You  haven't  even  got  an  automobile — except  the  truck. 
BILL.  I'd  get  a  job  there.  They've  offered  it  to  me. 
willa  {calmly).  You  mean,  you'd  leave  your  father's  place? 
BILL.  That's  what  I  mean.  Mae  and  me,  we  just  about  decided. 
WILLA.  She  decided. 
JOHN.  Now,  Willa  . . .  (To  bill,  his  voice  uneven).  You  were 

always  set  in  your  mind  to  raise  cattle  here,  ever  since  you 

were  a  boy. 
BILL.  It  don't  make  enough  money. 
WILLA.  What  do  you  need  with  more  money?  You're  going 

to  own  this  place,  one  day,  from  your  father  and  grandfather. 
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(bill  goes  V  L  c  fo  look  out  window.) 

JOHN.  It's  not  just  you,  Bill.  If  you  go,  other  young  folks  will 
leave  The  Pastures.  Then  we'll  never  see  it  prosper. 

BILL.  I  talked  it  over  with  Mae.  It  isn't  lively  enough  for  her, 
here.  She's  got  friends  in  Monterey.  (^A  long  silence.  WILLA 
turns  to  go  out  l.  bill  turns  to  her.)  Ma . .  . 

WILLA  {bursting  out).  Don't  you  "Ma"  me!  I  guess  I  didn't 
raise  you  right.  But  one  thing  I  always  did  do,  and  you  can't 
deny  it.  You've  got  a  good  father,  and  I  taught  you  to  respect 
and  work  hard  for  him — and  love  him.  {Hiding  her  emo- 
tion.) I  can't  stand  here,  after  all  he's  done,  and  listen  to 
you  break  his  heart.  {Slams  cups  down  on  desk.) 

JOHN.  Bill's  got  his  rights. 

WILLA  {bluntly).  Maybe,  but  he's  got  no  sense!  If  he  had  the 
eyes  of  a  blind  bat,  he'd  have  seen  somebody  right  in  this 
house  worth  three  of  any  girl  in  town ! 

BILL.  Molly  Morgan  don't  want  me. 

JOHN,  Did  you  ever  ask  her? 

BILL.  I  was  getting  ready  to,  when  she  stopped  me — short.  Told 
me  to  get  away  and  leave  her  alone. 

WILLA  {quieting  down  a  little).  You  never  told  us  what  that 
was  all  about. 

BILL  {directly) .  It's  not  a  thing  I  can  tell. 

JOHN  {moving  around  to  right  of  table).  All  I  can  say  is,  if 
it's  a  lovers'  quarrel,  it's  gone  on  long  enough. 

BILL.  It  wasn't  that.  {Disturbed,  moving  down  to  left  of  table.) 
I  can't  tell  you. 

WILLA  {angrily,  crossing  to  him).  So  you're  going  off  with  Mae 
Banks  and  make  a  monkey  of  yourself  fixing  tires  in  Mon- 
terey, and  let  your  own  home  place,  fall  to  pieces !  You'd 
think,  if  nothing  else,  you'd  have  more  thought  for  your 
father. 

BILL.  Don't,  Ma.  {Sits  left  of  table.) 

WILLA.  I  guess  I  know  what  it's  like.  I  grew  up  without  a 
father — but  I  think  of  him,  once  in  a  blue  moon,  and  what 
he'd  have  liked  me  to  do.  You  talk  of  Molly  Morgan  as  if 
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it  was  something  to  be  ashamed  of — that  her  father's  dead. 
It's  you  should  be  ashamed. 

BILL  {cornered).  He's  not  dead. 

JOHN  {as  he  and  willa  exchange  a  look).  How's  that? 

BILL.  You  badgered  me  into  it.  Molly's  old  man  was  a  no-good, 
who  ran  off  and  left  her  and  her  family  years  ago.  She's  not 
even  sure  if  he's  dead  or  alive.  She  doesn't  know  where  he 
is.  {Stomps  toward  door  L.)  So  now  you  know. 

JOHN.  But  she  told  me  he  was  killed  in  an  accident. 

BILL.  So  you  wouldn't  ask  questions.  She  was  trying  to  get  a 
job.  Well,  she's  got  it,  heaven  help  'er. 

WILLA  {turning  to  JOHN).  So  that's  why  Molly's  been  so 
quiet,  and — strange. 

BILL.  I  tried  to  get  her  to  stop  pretending  all  the  time. 

WILLA.  Pretending? 

BILL.  Like  a  kid.  Half  the  things  she  says  couldn't  be  true.  I 
said  so — but  she  told  me  to  mind  my  business. 

WILLA.  So,  you  bungled  it,  as  usual — with  a  girl  who  only  needs 
a  man — to  care  for  her.  {In  temper,  crossing  toward  bill.) 
Well,  go  ahead  with  your  Mae  Banks,  and  her  know-it-all 
mother.  I  don't  know  why  I'd  want  such  a  clumsy  ox  around 
the  place. 

JOHN  {crossing  between  them).  You  don't  mean  that. 

WILLA.  I  do!  A  woman  can't  call  her  soul  her  own  in  this 
house,  with  all  the  blundering,  senseless  men  around.  {Starts 
to  sniffle,  bill  hesitates,  then  puts  an  arm  around  her.  She 
wriggles  away. )  Don't  try  to  get  around  me  like  that !  Those 
days  are  over.  You're  so  darned  big,  you've  bust  your  britches. 

BILL  {holding  her).  Have  to  get  Cleo  Banks  to  sew  me  up  a 
new  pair,  then,  like  Robbie  Maltby.  {They  look  at  each 
other.  Then  all  three  break  out  laughing.) 

WILLA  {after  a  moment,  still  laughing).  Don't  you  make  me 
laugh.  Bill.  I'm  like  to  just  take  a  bite  out  of  you ! 

(molly  comes  downstairs,  in  u  R,  attracted  by  the  noise.) 

MOLLY.  Oh,  I'm  sorry  .  .  .  {Starts  up  again,  at  this  family  scene.) 
BILL  {turning).  Hello,  Molly,  (molly  is  silent.)  Don't  be 
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scared  of  Mom.  Told  you  the  first  day,  she'd  make  a  rattle- 
snake jealous.  Remember? 
MOLLY.  Yes,  Bill.  I  remember.  (JOHN  and  willa  are  looking 

at  MOLLY  in  a  new  light,  since  Bill's  revelation.) 
JOHN.  Come  down,  Molly.  You're  just  what  we  need. 
WILLA.  I  haven't  got  time  for  this  nonsense.  {Pulls  away  from 

BILL.)  Got  to  start  cleaning  house,  for  the  School  Meeting 

— and  dance. 
MOLLY.  Well,  I  can  help  you  with  that.  {Comes  R  C.) 
WILLA  {holding  up  her  hand  as  she  moves  totvard  her) .  You'd 

better  save  your  strength — in  case  anybody  asks  you  to  the 

dance. 
MOLLY.  I'm  afraid  I'll  have  to  be  in  the  Meeting,  instead. 
BILL  {moving  in  front  of  table  c).  When's  all  this? 
MOLLY,  Next  Wednesday.  Haven't  you  heard?  (JOHN  sits  at 

his  desk  and  starts  to  go  over  some  accounts.) 
BILL.  Meeting  and  dance — here? 

MOLLY.  I  thought  maybe  you'd  be  bringing  somebody. 
BILL.  Mae  doesn't  go  for  school  dances. 
WILLA  {interested) .  I  don't  suppose. 
BILL.  But  I'll  help  out,  if  you  need  me  to  tote  things.  {Starts 

for  door  u  c.) 
WILLA   {going  into  action).  We  might,  at  that.  Molly's  in 

charge  of  arrangements,    (molly  looks  surprised,  willa 

crosses  toward  john.)  John,  that  reminds  me — who's  voting 

on  the  School  Board? 
JOHN  {looking  up  from  his  work).  Why,  the  usual,  Pat,  and 

Bert  Munroe — 
WILLA.  And  Shark  Wicks,  and  Geo  Banks? 
JOHN.  Yes.  And  myself,  of  course. 
WILLA   {taking  his  arm,   bringing  him  up  from  the  chair). 

You'll  have  to  tell  me  about  it,  while  I'm  working.  {Leads 

him  toward  door  L.) 
JOHN  {obtusely) .  But  you  never  bothered  with  Board  Meetings. 
WILLA  {firmly) .  I  am  now.  I  want  to  hear  all  about  it — inside. 

{Leads  JOHN  out  l,  protesting,  bill  and  molly  are  alone, 

BILL  has  stopped  at  door  u  c.) 
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BILL  {embarrassed  pause).  I  guess  this  meeting  will  decide 

your  fate,  then. 
MOLLY  {still  at  R  c).  I'm  afraid  it  will. 
BILL.  I  figure  you'll  be  glad  to  see  the  last  of  this  place. 
MOLLY  {surprised).  The  Pastures?  I've  never  been  so  happy 

anywhere. 
BILL.  I  suppose  living  here's  a  good  trick,  if  you  can  do  it. 

{Pause.)  I'm  gettin'  out  of  it. 
MOLLY  {after  a  pause).  You've  decided.** 
BILL  {abruptly).  I've  decided. 
MOLLY  {moving  up  to  window  u  R  c,  looking  out  over  the 

Valley) .  There's  such  a  wonderful  chance  here.  A  new  gen- 
eration. 
BILL  {dryly).  So  Ma  tells  me.  She'd  like  to  help  make  over 

the  whole  world. 
MOLLY  {turning  to  him,  challengingly).  Wouldn't  you,  if  you 

could? 
BILL.  I've  got  job  enough,  helping  myself. 
MOLLY  {moving  to  him).  I'll  bet  you'd  help  out  anybody  in 

trouble. 
BILL.  You  in  trouble? 
MOLLY  {looking  at  him,  startled) .  What  sort  of  trouble  would 

I  get  in  ? 
BILL.  Just  wondered.  {Smiles.)  Then  what  did  you  mean? 
MOLLY   {changing  to  a  light  tone,  moving  D  r).  Oh — like 

going  to  the  school  dance,  I  guess.  The  first  one  here — alone. 

{Pause.) 
BILL  {shyly,  moving  toward  her) .  If  I  did  happen  to  be  here 

still,  and  all — I  suppose  you  wouldn't  want  me  to  bring  you. 

I  can  dance. 
MOLLY.  What  about  Mae? 
BILL.  I  told  you — she  thinks  this  is  kid  stuff. 
MOLLY   {pausing).  Well — your  mother  would  certainly  be 

happy. 
BILL    {irritated).   Hang  Mother.   She  runs   everybody!   Big- 
hearted  Willa,  you  can't  do  a  thing  without  she's  hidden  in 
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the  woodpile!  ...  If  I  brought  you,  I'd  do  it  because  /  was 
a.'mmd  to ! 

MOLLY  (enjoying  it).  Well,  then,  if  you  put  it  that  way — I'd 
have  to  accept,  wouldn't  I? 

BILL  {a  little  startled).  What? 

MOLLY  {quickly).  In  fact.  Bill,  I  do  accept.  Thank  you  for 
asking  me.  {Crosses  past  him  to  door  u  c.) 

BILL  {turning).  Wait  a  minute!  ...  I  mean,  we  were  just  talk- 
ing it  over . . .  (molly  continues  out  u  C.  bill  starts  after 
her.) 

(wiLLA  cofnes  in  l.) 

WILLA  {coming  L  c).  Who  you  talking  to,  yourself.^ 

BILL  {aroused,  crossing  to  her).  No!  And  you  know  it.  I  just 

agreed  to  take  Molly  Morgan  to  the  school  dance. 
WILLA  {beaming).  Then  you'll  have  to  gwQ  her  a  bouquet  of 

flowers.  That's  only  right.  {Goes  to  door  u  c  and  looks  out.) 

I'll  ask  your  father  if  you  can  have  some  of  his  American 

beauty  roses. 
BILL  {shouting) .  It's  not  till  next  Wednesday ! 
WILLA  {starting  L  quickly).  Ple'll  want  to  be  ready.  {Hurries 

out  L.  BILL  stands  wondering  what  hit  him.) 

CURTAIN 


ACT  TWO 

Scene  Four 


SCENE:  The  Whitesides'  dining  room.  During  the  brief  inter- 
val, we  hear  dance  tunes  of  1920.  There  are  five  or  six  chairs 
around  the  bare  table  at  c.  The  only  things  on  the  table  are 
some  pencils  and  a  few  sheets  of  paper.  The  lights  are  on  in 
the  room,  and  lanterns  can  be  seen  strung  up  on  the  porch 
outside.  The  U  C  door  is  half  open,  and  a  dance  is  in  progress 
on  the  porch.) 

AT  RISE  OF  CURTAIN:  //  is  a  spring  evening,  a  few  days 
later,  the  night  of  the  Board  Meeting.  JOHN  Whiteside  sits 
right  of  the  table  c,  presiding  at  the  meeting.  To  John's  left, 
moving  around  toward  the  upstage  side  of  the  table  are 

SHARK   WICKS,    then    BERT    MUNROE,    MRS.    BANKS  and   PAT 

HUMBERT.  PAT  is  dressed  in  his  best,  his  mind  on  the  dance 
outside,  and  Molly,  bert  is  in  overalls;  the  meeting  is  about 
to  end.  Throughout  the  scene,  the  dance  music  continues  in 
the  background,  and  dancers  can  be  seen  through  the  door 
and  lutndoivs,  passing  back  and  forth,  wicks  is  on  his  feet.) 

WICKS  {^standing,  speaking,  as  curtain  rises) .  I  only  said  a  girl 
of  twenty  is  no  fit  teacher  for  my  Alice,  spring  or  no  spring. 
You  know  how  I  feel,  about  boys.  (Behind  his  back,  on 
porch,  JIMMIE  MUNROE  swttches  partners,  from  sally  to 
ALICE,  and  dances  off.  molly  is  seen  dancing  with  bill.) 

JOHN.  We  know,  Shark,  (wicks  sits,  but  keeps  an  eye  on  ac- 
tivity on  porch).  Now,  Cleo,  what  do  you  think,  to  sum  up? 

MRS.  BANKS  {rising,  solemnly) .  I've  been  on  this  Board,  prac- 
tically since  it  started.  And  I've  worked  hard  to  encourage 
book-reading  and  culture  here.  That's  why  I  sent  my  Mae 
away  to  school — so  she'd  know  what  civilized  folks  are  doing. 
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{Couples  dance  past  outside:  RAY  and  ellie,  takashi  and 
MILLIE.  As  WICKS  turns,  jimmie  switches  again,  from  ALICE 

to  FLORA.) 

JOHN.  Well,  Cleo,  if  I  wasn't  the  Clerk,  I'd  say  we  were  getting 
"civilized,"  just  a  mite. 

MRS.  BANKS.  I'm  not  talking  about  personal  matters.  I'm  here 
as  a  member  of  the  Board,  no  more,  no  less,  (bert  rises  to 
speak.)  Bert  Munroe,  you're  out  of  order. 

BERT  {rising  anyway).  Shucks,  the  kids  are  dancing,  and  my 
stomach's  grumbling — what's  more,  I've  got  a  ranch  hand 
outside  I've  got  to  get  back  to  the  place,  (bert  continues 
seriously.)  If  you'll  yield  the  floor  a  minute,  Cleo  Banks,  and 
I  don't  reckon  you  will — I'd  like  to  say  just  this.  (MRS. 
BANKS  sits,  in  a  hujf.)  We're  a  ranching,  farming  valley 
here,  and  we  don't  ever  expect  to  be  anything  else,  that  I  can 
see,  and  why  do  we  try  to  put  on  airs?  A  school's  a  school, 
and  young  Molly  Morgan  runs  as  good  a  one  as  I've  seen 
anywhere. 

PAT.  I  agree  with  Bert. 

BERT.  You  oughta.  She  settled  that  bet  about  your  acreage  in 
your  favor.  {Laughs  loudly,  and  sits. ) 

PAT  {glancing  toward  porch).  Molly's  a  good  little  teacher, 
and  a  credit  to  the  Valley.  Besides,  I'm  waiting  to  have  the 
first  fox  trot  with  her.  She  promised.  {Men  laugh,  MRS. 
BANKS  clucks  her  tongue.  JOHN  taps  table.) 

JOHN.  Then  I  say,  let's  vote  on  it  and  join  the  party. 

MRS.  BANKS.  One  minute,  please.  {They  stop.)  What  about  the 
woman  I  suggested  as  a  substitute.^ 

JOHN.  Why  don't  we  wait  and  see  how  we  come  out  on  Molly, 
first? 

MRS.  BANKS.  Because  there  may  be  things  to  consider  about  Miss 
Morgan  that  you  don't  know  about. 

JOHN  {rising) .  Those  in  favor  of  voting  now,  please  signify. 

BERT  and  PAT.  Ay ! 

WICKS.  She's  too  young,  to  look  after  kids. 

MRS.  BANKS.  The  girl's  not  only  too  young — she's  strange.  Why 
don't  we  ask  her  in,  to  answer  a  few  questions.** 
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JOHN.  What  have  you  got  on  your  mind,  Cleo? 
WICKS.  I  agree  with  Cleo — let's  question  her. 

(wiLLA  comes  to  the  door  u  c) 

WILLA.  Are  you  stick-in-the-muds  through  with  your  meeting? 
{Pause.) 

JOHN.  Not  quite,  Willa.  I  wonder  if  you'd  ask  Molly  to  come 
in  a  moment. 

WILLA.  She's  dancing. 

MRS.  BANKS.  We'd  like  to  see  her  for  a  moment,  (willa 
hesitates,  then  goes  out  u  c  to  porch,  john  sits  again.) 

BERT  {annoyed).  I  got  to  get  home.  I  mean  it!  That  new  hand 
Jake  of  mine's  giving  me  the  same  old  trouble. 

wicks.  First  things  first,  Bert  Munroe. 

PAT.  Where'd  you  find  him  this  time,  Bert? 

BERT.  Same  place,  down  under  the  Salinas  bridge,  singin'  songs, 
and  tellin'  stories  to  the  hoboes.  They  love  'im.  {Listens,  as 
if  hearing  something  off  l.)  So  do  my  kids,  and  the  ranch 
hands.  I  can't  get  a  day's  work  out  of  him — but  I  swear,  they 
pick  half  again  as  many  bushels,  some  days,  while  he's  goin* 
on.  Can't  work  'im,  and  can't  fire  'im!  {He  and  pat  laugh.) 

(wiLLA  appears  U  C  with  molly,  bill  has  been  dancing  with 
her.  He  stands  close  behind  her.  pat  rises  now  and  tries  to 
cut  in.  MOLLY  wears  Bill's  roses,  and  looks  a  picture  of  happi- 
ness. The  dance  music  has  stopped.) 

WILLA  {seriously) .  Here  she  is,  John. 

pat  {embarrassed) .  Hi,  Molly.  Saving  my  dance?  {Pause.) 

WILLA.  The  dancing's  stopped  a  minute.  {To  men.)  What's 

the  joke  about? 
MOLLY.  I  knew  you  were  only  telling  stories.  .  .  . 

{Boys  and  girls  crowd  in  at  the  door  and  windows  as  BERT 
enjoys  the  attention.) 

BERT  {rising,  moving  toward  others  at  door  u  c).  My  new. 
migrant  worker,  Molly.  There's  a  problem  for  you. 
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MOLLY.  Wages  again?  (mrs.  banks  and  wicks  exchange 
notes.) 

BERT.  I  wish  it  was  that  simple.  This  new  migrant  is  the  laziest 
man  in  seven  counties.  He's  been  every  place  you  can  name — 
even  rustled  cattle  in  Canada,  when  he  was  a  kid,  he  says.  . .  . 
{Off  L,  in  kitchen,  a  voice  is  heard,  singing,  molly  looks 
up,  in  alarm.)  Why,  he  can  take  the  littlest  thing,  and  make 
a  story  out  of  it,  good  as  a  book.  The  kids  and  hands,  they 
sit  there  with  their  ears  spread,  listenin' — but  as  a  ranch 
worker,  he  ain't  worth  a  red  cent!  {Men  and  boys  laugh,  pat 
goes  out  on  porch  to  dance,  as  music  starts  up  again.  MOLLY, 
a  strange  look  on  her  face,  has  moved  toward  door  L,  slowly. 
Now,  she  grabs  corner  of  desk  for  support,  as  if  faint.) 

WILLA  {who  has  been  watching  molly,  crossing  to  her) .  Molly, 
what's  the  trouble.'* 

molly.  Nothing  .  .  . 

BERT.  Too  much  whirling  around  out  there — with  Bill  White- 
side? {Crosses  to  molly  and  starts  to  waltz  her.  molly 
breaks  sharply  away,  bill  watches  her,  puzzled.) 

MOLLY.  Please,  it's  nothing.  I  just  thought  I  heard 

MRS.  BANKS  {still  at  table).  Thought  you  heard  dance  music, 
at  Board  Meeting?  Well,  you  did. 

(pat  comes  in  u  c  with  mae  banks.) 

MRS.  BANKS.  Ask  Mae.  Never  did  hold  them  together,  before. 
Did  we? 

MAE  {to  bill).  Things  are  changing  here  fast,  Mother.  Ask 
Bill,  (bill  leaves  her,  goes  to  molly  by  door  L.  mae  moves 
from  V  c  to  R  c.) 

bill.  Molly,  you  sick? 

MOLLY.  No,  no,  I'm  all  right.  {Sees  mae  watching  her) .  I  guess 
I'm  tired.  You've  all  been  so  nice. 

JOHN  {rising,  officially).  Well,  Molly.  We're  about  to  vote — 
on  keeping  you  here  in  The  Pastures  as  our  teacher.  But  Mrs. 
Banks  and  Mr.  Wicks,  it  appears  they  have  one  or  two  ques- 
tions— before  you  are  asked  to  stay. . . .  {Song  off  Lyis  louder: 
^'A-rovin' — drovin' ."  ) 
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MOLLY.  To  stay  here!  {In  sudden  panic.)  I  don't  know- 
very  grateful,  Mr.  Whiteside — but  I  don't  think  I  can 
here.  .  .  . 

BILL  {taking  her  arm,  as  mae  watches).  Come  out  and 
some  air. 

MOLLY  {pulling  away).  No,  go  on  with  the  dancing,  pie 
I'm  so  sorry ! 

BERT  {shouting  out  door  l).  Keep  that  tramp  quiet  out  thi 
We're  havin'  our  own  party. 

MOLLY  {trembling) .  I  can't  stay  here 

WILLA  {taking  over) .  You  boys  and  girls  have  got  the  wl 
front  porch  to  party  on.  John,  see  they  start  the  refreshme 
Molly's  had  too  much  excitement  for  one  day.  {Crosse, 
BILL  and  MOLLY.  She  indicates  bill  should  help  his  fathi 

MOLLY.  I  have  to  get  away  .  .  . 

wiLLA.  There,  now,  you  need  a  little  rest. 

JOHN.  Who's  on  the  refreshment  committee?  Jimmie,  \ 
about  you  and  Alice?  {Claps  his  hands,  as  ALICE  and  JIMJ 
sneak  out  L  without  wicks's  noticing.) 

WICKS  {to  MRS.  banks).  What's  this  all  about? 

MRS.  BANKS.  I  don't  know.  It's  that  tramp  of  Bert's. 

father's  VOICE  (of  L,  now  heard  clearly;  older  and  hoar 
but  recognizable) . 

A-rovin',  a-rovin' — 
For  rovin's  been  my  m-in. 
I'll  go  no  more  a-rovin' 
With  you — fair — maid.  .  .  . 

MOLLY  {hands  over  her  ears).  No — no!  .  .  .  {Turns  to  wii 
who  puts  an  arm  around  molly.  She  leads  her  quickly 
to  stairs,  u  R.  MAE  makes  a  move  to  speak  to  bill,  bui\ 
deliberately  leaves  her  and  goes  to  door  to  stairs.) 

bill  {calling  off).  Mom.  I'm  here  if  she  needs  me. 
(father's  singing  is  louder,  off  L.  bert  rushes  out  L. 
and  girls  go  off  to  porch,  u  C,  ad  libbing,  puzzled,  bill  st, 
listening  to  song.  Then  he  turns  and  looks  toward  x 
questioningly.) 

CURTAIN 


ACT  THREE 

Scene  One 


;NE:  The  Whhesides'  dining-room.) 

RISE  OF  CURTAIN:  //  is  the  next  morning.  The  signs 
f  the  dance  the  previous  evening  are  gone,  willa  sits  right 
F  the  table  c,  peeling  vegetables,  her  pans  on  the  table.  JOHN 
tees  from  D  L  to  the  door  u  c,  lost  and  bewildered.  They 
teak  tersely,  like  conspirators.) 

[N.  I  don't  like  to  ask  too  many  questions. 

LA.  Being  a  woman,  I  ask  questions.  {Peeling.)  And  there'll 

?  others  here  before  lunch,  asking. 

N.  What  I  don't  know,  I  can't  tell  them. 

LA.  Just  the  same,  it  would  do  me  good  just  once,  John 

Zhiteside,  to  see  you  stand  up  and  answer  back.  {Listens, 

I  sound  is  heard,  off  u  c.)  Who's  at  the  gate? 

:n  (looking  out  u  c  door) .  Cleo  Banks. 

LA.  Just  when  I'm  peeling  potatoes  in  my  dining  room. 

N  (coming  down  to  right  of  willa).  What  are  we  going 

>  tell  her,  about  Molly  ? 

LA.  We  won't  know  anything,  till  Bill  gets  back. 

[N.  She's  only  one  vote,  but  she's  a  power  in  town. 

LA.  And  Mae  would  like  to  see  Molly  in  trouble. 

IN.  Now,  Willa,  Mae  Banks  is  a  bright  girl — just  different. 

LA.  The  difference  is,  I  don't  like  her. 

IS.  BANKS  comes  in  u  c,  out  of  breath  and  on  the  warpath.) 

.  BANKS  (coming  above  table,  looking  disapprovingly  at 
^lla).  Morning,  Willa.  Working  in  the  dining  room? 
LA.  Cooking  up  a  stew  for  the  men.  Where's  Sarah  ? 
;.  BANKS.  Bert  won't  let  any  of  his  family  say  anything. 
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(Takes  out  paper  from  purse.)  I  came  to  see  John,  out  of 
duty.  {Moves  around  to  left  of  table.)  If  Molly's  going  to 
have  sick  spells — on  top  of  everything — ^we'll  need  a  new 
teacher. 

JOHN.  The  Board  voted  her  in,  Geo. 

MRS.  BANKS.  But  where  is  she — at  the  doctor's?  (JOHN  turns 
to  wiLLA,  helpless.) 

wiLLA.  She's  upstairs.  The  doctor  told  her  to  rest. 

MRS.  BANKS  {skeptically) .  Ray  said  he'd  heard  she  left  town. 

WILLA.  Why  on  earth  would  Molly  do  that.> 

MRS.  BANKS.  For  that  matter,  why  did  she  feel  sick — because 
of  that  old  migrant  of  Bert's? 

WILLA.  If  I  knew,  I  don't  see  what  it's  got  to  do  with  school. 

MRS.  BANKS  {impatiently,  moving  d  l).  I've  got  two  children 
in  that  school.  I  pay  taxes. 

JOHN  {crossing  toward  her).  Now  just  a  moment,  Cleo.  I'm 
clerk  of  the  Board — have  been  for  twenty  years.  The  County 
has  regular  substitutes,  if  we  need  them.  If  the  time  comes, 
I'll  handle  it. 

MRS.  BANKS  {unpleasantly).  Of  course  you  can,  John.  And 
Molly's  a  boarder  here,  too.  {Moves  back  to  left  of  table.) 
If  you  don't  mind,  I  think  I'll  get  Pat  and  Shark  and  Sarah 
Munroe  here,  soon  as  they'll  come.  We  may  not  know  all 
there  is  to  know.  {To  willa.)  I  don't  think  it's  friendly — 
two  families  where  there's  going  to  be  a  wedding,  soon. 
Where  is  Bill  today? 

WILLA.  Up  cultivating.  If  he  comes  down  later 

BILL  {off  h).  Where  is  everybody? 

WILLA  {loud  and  clear) .  In  here.  Bill.  Mrs.  Banks  has  come  to 
see  how  Molly  is. 

{There  is  a  pause,  bill  comes  in  L,  hesitant,  obviously  nervous.) 

BILL  {coming  L  c).  Mornin',  Mrs.  Banks. 

MRS.  BANKS.  I  wish  you'd  call  me  Cleo.  We're  almost  family. 

{To  WILLA.)  I  don't  know  why  Bill's  so  shy,  Willa — you 

always  say  what  you  think. 
WILL^,  He  gets  it  from  his  father,  They're  both  tongue-tied. 
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MRS.  BANKS.  Tell  Molly  I  hope  she  feels  better,  after  her  rest. 

(Starts  u  c.  JOHN  follows  to  see  her  out.)  And  we'll  meet 

this  afternoon,  John.  The  welfare  of  the  children  can't  wait 

on  Molly  Morgan.  {Goes  out  u  c.  john  watches  door.  There 

is  a  pause  as  they  wait  for  MRS.  banks  to  get  out  of  earshot.) 
WILLA.  Have  you  found  her  ? 
BILL  {coming  left  of  table).  Know  where  she  is. 
JOHN  {moving  down  to  above  table).  In  Salinas? 
BILL.  Up  in  the  old  Vasquez  cabin. 

WILLA  {alarmed).  On  that  mountain,  all  night — alone! 
JOHN.  How  do  you  know  ? 
BILL.  Robbie  found  this,  on  the  trail.  {Takes  out  one  of  Molly's 

belts.)  She's  hiding. 
WILLA   {rising).  I'll  put  up  some  hot  coffee.  Go  get  her. 

{Starts  L.) 
BILL  {moving  after  willa).  It's  not  that  simple.  She  wants  to 

get  away. 
WILLA  {who  has  paused  at  l).  Where  to?  She's  got  no  family. 
JOHN.  I  think  what  she  does — is  for  Molly  to  say.  Bill  ? 
BILL  {pausing,  fingering  belt) .  I  tell  myself  that.  But  we  can't 

leave  her  up  there.  {Pause.)  Anyway,  /  can't.  (JOHN  and 

WILLA  exchange  look,  john  gets  Molly's  corduroy  coat  from 

rack  near  door  u  c.) 
JOHN  {handing  it  to  bill).  Here's  her  coat.  What  are  you 

waiting  for? 
BILL.  It's  only  that — I'm  the  one  she's  afraid  of. 
WILLA.  You?  Why? 
BILL.  Because  I  know  what  Molly's  got  to  do.  Not  face  Cleo 

Banks  and  Shark  Wicks.  Face  herself. 
JOHN  {anxiously).  You  mean,  about  that  stranger? 
BILL.  I  mean — zibout  Molly  Morgan.  {Voices  of  children  are 

heard  off  U  C.)  I'd  better  run. 
WILLA.  Wait  for  the  coffee.  Bill ! 
BILL.  No  time.  Just  see  nobody  knows  where  I've  gone.  {Runs 

quickly  out  L  with  coat.) 
WILLA  {shaking  h^V  head) .  I  don't  know  what  makes  that  boy 

so  stubborn. 


Page  82  Molly   Morgan  Act  III 

JOHN  {with  a  smile) .  He  must  get  it  from  you. 

WILLA  {crossing  back  to  table,  picking  up  pans).  We  fooled 

Cleo  Banks,  anyway.  As  usual,  much  as  I  hate  it,  you  let  me 

do  the  fibbing. 
JOHN.  A  man  gets  married  so  his  wife  can  do  the  fibbing. 

{Knock  on  door  u  c.  john  starts  toward  door.)  Looks  like 

a  delegation. 
WILLA  {who  is  standing  right  of  table) .  Be  careful.  Don't  say 

anything. 
JOHN.  You  can't  fool  kids.  {Calls  out.)  Come  on  in,  Ray — 

Ellie.  What's  up? 

(ray,  ellie,  NETTIE  and  TAKASHi  appear  u  c,  like  a  squad,  in 
the  doorway,  solemnly.) 

RAY.  We  wondered  how  Miss  Morgan  is  today  ? 

NETTIE  {who  holds  a  little  pail  with  a  cover).  Mama  sent  some 

beef  tea.  Can  I  take  it  upstairs? 
WILLA  {crossing  u  c,  taking  it).  That's  very  thoughtful.  I'll 

take  it. 
TAKASHI.  She's  here,  isn't  she,  Mrs.  Whiteside? 
WILLA.  Why,  where  would  she  be? 
JOHN.  What's  on  your  mind,  Ray  ? 
RAY  {hesitantly) .  We  had  this  club  meeting  .  .  . 
ELLIE.  The  old  club! 
RAY.  And  Robbie  was  coming.  But  then,  we  decided,  if  Robbie 

is  going  away,  we'd  better  come  by  ourselves. 
JOHN.  Robbie  Maltby's  going  away? 
NETTIE.  To  San  Francisco. 
RAY.  So  his  father  can  get  work  there. 
TAKASHI.  Then  Robbie  won't  have  to  be  "poor"  any  more. 
WILLA  {in  irritation).  Cleo  and  her  charity! 
RAY.  Anyway,  we  made  up  this  paper — for  you,  Mr.  Whiteside. 

{Takes  paper  from  his  shirt,  gives  it  to  JOHN.) 
JOHN  {crossing  "L  c  as  he  opens  paper,  children  following  and 

pausing  right  of  him;  reading) .  "To  whom  it  may  concern." 
TAKASHI.  That's  you,  sir. 
JOHN  {reading) .  "Inasmuch  as  Miss  Morgan  is  our  teacher — 
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and  we  don't  want  anybody  else "  {Looks  up.)  They're 

all  undersigned — every  one.  {Hands  paper  to  willa,  who 
has  joined  the  children.) 

WILLA.  That's  just  fine.  As  soon  as  Miss  Morgan — as  soon  as 
she's  up  and  around,  we'll  give  it  to  her.  She'll  be  glad.  Now, 
anybody  want  some  cookies,  left  from  the  dance.'* 

ELLIE.  Well,  I  do !  {Urged  by  willa,  they  start  l.  ellie,  Nettie 
and  TAKASHi  go  out  l.  willa  follows  them,  ray  stays  with 

JOHN.) 

RAY.  Mr.  Whiteside,  what's  a  migrant? 

JOHN  {carefully).  It  just  means — a  sort  of  wanderer. 

RAY.  You  mean,  like  the  children  of  Israel  ? 

JOHN.  Well,  yes,  something  like  that.  Why? 

RAY.  I  asked  Mae,  but  she  wouldn't  tell  me  what  all  the  excite- 
ment was  about.  She  said — ask  Molly  Morgan. 

JOHN  {apprehensively) .  It  just  means — a  man  who  hasn't  got 
a  home  of  his  own. 

RAY  {shaking  his  head,  in  sympathy) .  Oh.  I'm  sure  glad  I've 
got  a  home.  Aren't  you,  Mr.  Whiteside.'* 

JOHN.  Yes,  Ray.  (ray  hurries  out  l;  we  hear  the  youngsters 
chattering.  JOHN  goes  u  C,  to  look  out  door,  over  his  garden 
and  mountains.  He  touches  door,  tenderly.)  I'm  glad  I've 
got  a  home. 

CURTAIN 


ACT  THREE 

Scene  Two 


SCENE:  Vasquez'  cabin.) 

AS  SCENE  OPENS :  //  is  sunset,  the  same  day.  There  is  a  glow 
of  light  over  the  scene,  dimming  as  the  scene  continues. 
MOLLY,  wrapped  in  her  cheap  shawl,  sits  huddled  on  the 
overturned  box,  looking  out  over  the  Valley.  Robbie  sits  on 
the  edge  of  the  platform,  also  looking  out.) 

Robbie's  voice  {before  lights,  reciting). 

"Under  the  wide  and  starry  sky. 
Dig  the  grave  and  let  me  die. 
Glad  did  I  live  and  gladly  die, 
And  I  laid  me  down  with  a  will." 

(Lights  up  on  cabin  platform.)  That's  Robert  Louis  Steven- 
son, too. 

MOLLY.  I  know,  Robbie.  My  father  taught  it  to  me {Recites, 

quietly,  with  feeling.) 

"This  be  the  verse  you  'grave  for  me: 
Here  he  lies  where  he  longed  to  be; 
Home  is  the  sailor,  home  from  the  sea, 
And  the  hunter  home  from  the  hill." 

(Long  silence,  as  two  look  down  at  the  place  that  has  rejected 

them.)  You'd  better  go  down  now,  Robbie. 
ROBBIE  (staunchly) .  I  won't  leave  you  alone.  I  took  an  oath. 
MOLLY.  Vasquez  lived  up  here  alone,  remember? 
ROBBIE.  He  was  a  man ! 
MOLLY.  Girls  have  to  hide  sometimes,  too. 
ROBBIE  (confused) .  He  was  a  bandit,  and  used  to  the  mountains. 
MOLLY.  But  don't  you  think  he  was  ever  afraid  .'* 
ROBBIE.  Is  that  a  lesson  question  ? 
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MOLLY  {smiling).  No,  Robbie,  school's  out.  I  want  to  know. 

ROBBIE  (^looking  down,  embarrassed) .  He  was  afraid  maybe 
for  a  minute — at  night.  {Looks  up.)  But  not  in  the  daytime. 
He  didn't  care.  He  was  Vasquez !  He  had  his  own  secret. 

MOLLY.  What  did  he  have,  that  made  him  so  brave,  Robbie.^ 

ROBBIE.  He  had  himself — he  had  the  truth. 

MOLLY  {forlornly) .  The  truth.  .  .  .  {Turns  away,  robbie  does 
not  look  at  her.)  Yes,  Robbie.  We  must  always  tell  the 
truth.  ... 

ROBBIE  {whispering).  I  didn't,  once. 

MOLLY.  When  was  that.? 

ROBBIE  {disturbed) .  When  you  and  Bill  Whiteside  came  look- 
ing for  me,  that  time.  I  was  here,  (molly  looks  at  him.) 
I  didn't  mean  to  hear.  I  was  hiding.  I  heard  what  you  told 
him — about  your  father,  (molly  rises.  She  can't  answer. 
bill's  voice  is  heard,  off  D  R.) 

BILL  {calling,  off  D  r).  Mol-ly!  Molly  Mor-gan!  (robbie 
jumps  up,  and  handles  the  stick  beside  him  like  a  rifle.) 

ROBBIE  {fiercely).  Who's  there?  What  do  you  want? 

MOLLY  {restraining  him).  It's  Bill,  Robbie. 

(bill  comes  in  D  R  and  approaches  the  platform.) 

BILL  {carrying  the  coat).  I  want  to  bring  you  two  lunatics  back 

down  the  mountain  before  it's  dark ! 
ROBBIE.  Folks  are  always  trying  to  help  you.  {Lowers  stick,  in 

disgust. ) 
BILL.    Here's   your   coat,   Molly.   You'll   get  chill,    (molly 

takes  it.) 
MOLLY.  Thank  you.  Bill.  I'm  sorry  .  .  . 
ROBBIE    {beaten).  I'll  go  down  ahead,  show  you  the  trail. 

{Starts  DR.) 
BILL.  It's  getting  dark,  Robbie.  Wait.  ' 
ROBBIE  {pausing) .  You  just  holler — I'll  show  you.  I  just  about 

live  on  this  mountain.  It's  home.  {Takes  stick,  continues  D  R, 

then  goes  back  and  gives  stick  to  molly,  and  runs  out  D  R. 

BILL  stands  before  molly,  accusingly.) 
BILL.  You're  a  bigger  darn  fool  than  I  thought. 
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MOLLY.  There  was  no  other  place  to  run  to. 
BILL.  Don't  it  ever  occur  to  you  to  stay  still? 
MOLLY  {moving  away  from  him,  toward  D  c,  afraid) .  I  couldn't 

stay  there! 
BILL.  Why  not?  (No  answer.)  When  are  you  going  to  grow 

up,  Molly?  I'm  asking  because  /  want  to  know. 
MOLLY.  If  we're  going  down  .  .  .  {Starts  to  move  away.  He 

blocks  her  path.) 
BILL.  I'm  Bill  Whiteside,  the  dumb  boy  that  talks  to  his  cows. 

If  I  had  a  cow  as  dumb  as  you,  I'd  cart  her  off  to  Salinas 

market  sure  as  little  apples ! 
MOLLY.  I  don't  know  what  to  do ! 
BILL.  Why? 
MOLLY.  I  can't  tell  you.  I  told  them  stories.  I'm  ashamed.  I  don't 

know  why  I  ran  like  that,  in  front  of  everybody — just  because 

I  heard  singing.  .  .  . 
BILL.  Then  I'll  tell  you  why.  Because  it  was  your  father. 
MOLLY  {fighting  it).  No! 
BILL.  That's  why  you  "took  sick" — isn't  it? 
MOLLY  {on  verge  of  hysteria).  He  is  not  my  father!  My  father 

was  a  fine,  wonderful  man — he  gave  me  everything  .  .  . 
BILL.  Horsef eathers ! 

MOLLY.  He  died  when  I  was  a  little  girl ! 
BILL.  You  said  you  didn't  know.  Well,  now  you  know. 
MOLLY.  He  died  in  an  accident,  when  I  was  a  little  girl !  Don't 

you  dare  say  that  man — don't  you  dare!  .  .  .  (bill  holds  her, 

as  she  starts  screaming  at  him.  Suddenly  he  slaps  her  across 

face.  MOLLY  cries  out,  a  child's  hurt  cry.  She  holds  her  cheek, 

and  falls  to  ground,  bill  tries  to  hold  her,  but  she  edges 

away,  to  DC.) 
BILL  {remorsefully).  Molly,  Molly — I  had  to  do  it!  .  .  . 
MOLLY  {calling  out  in  her  girl's  voice).  Tom — ^Tom,  be  quiet! 

.  .  .  Never  mind,  Tom.  It's  Molly  .  .  .  {Lights  dim  on  scene 

of  Vasquez'  cabin,  bill  stands  through  scene,  as  if  talking 

to  MOLLY,  l  c.  Lights  out  on  cabin,  music:   Childhood 

Theme.) 


ACT  THREE 

Scene  Three 


SCENE:  Flashback:  Molly's  home  as  a  child — a  spot  DC.) 

AS  SCENE  OPENS:  tom  is  huddled  under  a  blanket  on  a  small 
cot,  171  his  underwear.  He  covers  his  head  to  avoid  hearing 
sounds,  off  D  R.  MOLLY,  as  she  crosses  to  D  c,  calls  to  him, 
in  her  voice  of  a  young  girl.) 

TOM  {under  blanket).  Molly — Molly — Molly!  .  .  . 

MOLLY  {as  she  comes).  It's  all  right,  Tommy!  I'm  here — don't 

be  scared.  Go  back  to  sleep.  . . .  (molly,  the  girl,  kneels  back 

of  cot,  comforting  her  young  brother.  The  shawl  is  on  her 

shoulders. ) 
MOTHER  {off  DR,  harsh  and  accusing) .  Salesman !  You  haven't 

sold  nothin'  in  years,  and  you  know  it.  If  anybody  has,  it's 

me  and  the  kids,  door  to  door,  your  son  and  daughter — like 

beggars.  .  .  . 
FATHER  {off  D  R,  low,  even  sinister).  I  told  you  to  be  quiet. 

You'll  wake  up  the  kids. 
MOTHER  {off  D  r).  Let  'em  wake  up!  Let  'em  find  out  their 

wonderful,  good-looking,  generous  father  is  a  fake — a  tramp 

that  don't  even  know  he  has  a  family. 
molly  {crying  out).  No,  Mama,  no!  {A  silence,  off  D  R.) 
FATHER  {off  D  r).  There,  I  told  you.  I  hope  you're  satisfied. 
MOTHER  (Cjf  D  r)  .  I  go  on  waiting  month  after  month,  for  you 

to  come  home — give  me  the  money  for  the  rent  of  this  shanty 

— when  all  you're  doin'  is  singin'  for  your  supper  in  them 

honky-tonks — singin'    for    pennies,    telling    stories — about 

things  that  never  happened ! 
FATHER  {offDR).  Be  quiet !  .  .  .  They  happened. 
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MOTHER  (off  D  r).  Never,  never,  never!  You  live  on  nothin' 

but  lies ! 
TOM  (holding  MOLLY,  cringing) .  He'll  hit  'er.  I  know.  He'll 

hit  *er  again.  .  .  . 
MOLLY  (comforting  him  in  her  arms).  Don't  listen,  Tom.  Put 

your  hands  over  your  ears.  It's  just  a  nightmare — it  isn't 

happening. 
TOM.  He'll  hit  her!  (Cries  out.)  Mama,  Mama! 
MOLLY.  Hush! 

(GEORGE  MORGAN  appears  D  R  a77d  comes  back  of  the  cot.  His 
shirt  is  awry  and  his  hair  down  over  his  eyes;  he  is  in  a  fury 
of  frustration  and  self-pity. ) 

FATHER  (tensely).  Who  wants  to  get  walloped  here?  Who's 

asking  for  it?  You're  supposed  to  be  asleep. 

TOM.  Don't  you  hit  her.  You  hit  her  again,  and  I'll 

FATHER.  What'll  you  do?  Talk  back  to  your  father — that  what? 

(Pushing  MOLLY,  who  doesn't  budge.)  Get  out  of  the  way, 

Molly 1  said,  get  out  of  the  way.  (Starts  to  take  off  belt. ) 

MOLLY.  No,  Father.  You'll  hurt  Tom.  You'll (father 

slaps  MOLLY  across  face.  She  cries  out,  falls  on  coi,  with  a 

moan  of  pain.) 
MOTHER  (off  dr).  George!  Did  you  hit  Molly? 
MOLLY  (sobbing,  a  child).  No,  Mama.  He  didn't. 

(mother  comes  in  D  R,  slatternly,  in  her  nightgown.) 

MOTHER  (coming  behind  cot).  You  did.  You  hit  your  own 
daughter  you  always  say  you  love  so  much!  Shame  on  you, 
shame!  Get  out  of  here.  Get  out  and  don't  come  back!  .  .  . 
(Tries  to  comfort  molly,  as  father  covers  his  eyes,  not 
speaking,  molly  rises.) 

MOLLY.  No,  Mama,  Father  didn't  hurt  me.  Why — he  wouldn't 
do  that!  (When  molly  turns  to  face  father,  he  has  dis- 
appeared, off  D  R.  TOM  throws  off  blanket,  and  protects 
mother,  molly,  as  if  alone,  starts  to  walk  out,  crossing 
toward  D  L,  dragging  her  shawl. )  He  didn't  mean  it — Father 
was  worried,  about  his  business — Mother  always  nagged  him 
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so.  .  .  .  (Her  voice  becomes  adult,  mature.  She  puts  her  hand 

to  her  face.)  He  wanted  to  see  the  far  places  of  the  world. 

For  some  people — home  is  everywhere — the  plains  and  the 

mountains — hke  the  wild  horses  .  .  .  {Lights  off  on  Molly's 

home  D  c.  mother  and  tom  go  off.  Cot  is  removed.  Lights 

up  on  cabin,  bill  stands  as  before,  L  c.) 
BILL  {as  MOLLY  pauses  by  him) .  I  had  to  do  it,  Molly.  To  bring 

you  to  your  senses,  (molly  looks  at  bill.) 
MOLLY  {the  adult).  Why  don't  you  leave  me  alone?  .  .  . 
BILL.  Face  him,  no  matter  who  he  is — ^your  father,  (molly  turns 

away.) 
MOLLY.  No! 
BILL  {forcing) .  You  haven't  got  the  nerve.  You  like  your  fake 

dreams.  You're  afraid  to  face  the  truth. 
MOLLY  {an  echo) .  The  truth  ... 
BILL.  You're  like  all  the  bright  ones,  with  their  books — when  the 

time  comes  to  face  life,  you're  a  fake!    {Takes  her  arm, 

strongly,  molly  falls  to  her  knees,  hiding  her  eyes.) 
MOLLY.  I'm  not  a  fake ! 
BILL.  If  he  is  your  father,  he  knows.  You  learn  that  in  the  fields, 

among  animals.  Survival,  (molly  sobs,  protesting.) 
MOLLY.  He's  not  my  father — he  couldn't  be! 
BILL.  Then  what  are  you  running  away  from?  (molly  does  not 

answer,  bill  tenderly  tries  to  raise  her  up.)   Come  down 

with  me.  Tell  all  those  old  biddies  to  go  fly  a  kite,  (molly 

turns  to  him.  He  grins.) 
MOLLY.  I'll  get  another  job — up  north. 

BILL.  You'll  never  get  away  from  yourself.  Clear  yourself,  here. 
MOLLY.  How  can  I? 
BILL.   Come  on.   We're  getting  away  from  this  rotten  old 

woodshed. 
MOLLY.  Woodshed? 
BILL.  That's  all  it  ever  was.  A  kid's  hangout.  {Goes  to  platform, 

almost  angrily.   He  kicks  over  box,   rips  down  evergreen 

branch.)  See  things  the  way  they  are,  Molly.  You've  got  to. 

.  .  .  Take  me  the  way  I  am. 
MOLLY.  You,  Bill? 
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BILL  {moving  back  to  her).  Why  not  me?  Whatever  I  may 
not  be,  I  am  real.  I'm  a  man.  Don't  you  believe  that?  {Stoops 
suddenly,  picks  the  protesting  molly  up  in  his  arms.)  I'm 
going  to  take  care  of  you,  because  I  love  you.  So  now  you 
know.  {Starts  out  quickly,  D  R,  carrying  MOLLY  in  his  arms. 
music:  Vasquez  Theme,  up  and  fade.) 


ACT  THREE 

Scene  Four 


SCENE:  The  White  sides'  dieting  room.) 

AT  RISE  OF  CURTAIN:  //  is  early  that  evening,  mae  banks 
stands  left  of  the  table  c,  facing  john  and  willa,  who  are 
right  of  the  table,  mae  has  come  to  make  her  last  play,  bert 
MUNROE  stands  by  the  kitchen  door,  l,  embarrassed,  cap  in 
hand.) 

JOHN.  Mae,  I  don't  think  you  know  what  you're  saying. 
MAE.  I  ought  to.  I  got  it  from  a  girl  who  lived  at  Mrs,  Morrits', 

in  San  Jose. 
WILLA.  Then  bring  her  here,  and  let  her  tell  her  story. 
MAE.  I've  got  a  letter.  {Shows  letter,  luhich  she  takes  from  her 

pocket.)   There  was  something  mighty  queer  about  Molly 

Morgan  before  she  ever  came  here  for  a  job. 
JOHN.  I  saw  her  papers.  She's  a  well-trained  teacher. 
MAE  {violently).  She's  sick,  I  tell  you.  She  doesn't  tell  the 

truth ! 
WILLA.  Molly  Morgan's  the  soul  of  truth ! 
BERT  {from  door  l).  Mae,  I've  got  to  get  the  men  back  to 

chow,  and  your  ma  wants  you. 
MAE.   Mother's  coming  here.   So  is  Sarah.    {To  john  and 

WILLA.)  And  I'm  staying  right  here,  till  they  get  back. 
JOHN.  Who  gets  back.^ 

MAE  {smiling,  sitting  left  of  table).  I  know  Bill's  up  the  moun- 
tain, with  Molly. 
WILLA.  Have  you  got  him  on  a  string?  ' 
MAE.  I've  got  him  a  job,  and  a  place  to  live — away  from  this 

precious  Valley.  "We've  got  plans. 
WILLA  {with  force).  Plans  don't  always  work  out. 
JOHN.  Willa,  it's  no  use  going  on 

91 


Page  92  Molly   Morgan  Act  III 

WILLA  (angrily).  I  just  don't  like  tricks!  Maybe  I  did  some- 
thing wrong.  But  I'll  say  this  for  Mae's  mother:  Tricky  as 
she  is,  she'd  never  do  a  thing  like  this :  get  Bert  to  fetch  that 
man  here  to  shame  Molly  Morgan,  just  to  get  Bill  back. 

MAE.  He's  her  father — ^why  doesn't  she  admit  it.** 

WILLA.  If  she  doesn't  know  he  is,  how  do  you.**  (bill  is  heard 
calling,  offiJC.) 

bill  (off  u  c).  Hal-loo! 

JOHN.  That's  Bill.  (Goes  to  window  u  R  c.  willa  follows.) 

BERT  (joining  them).  He's  got  her.  He's  found  her! 

WILLA.  Why  is  he  carrying  her?  Molly's  hurt,  (mae  moves  up 
to  window  u  L  c.) 

JOHN  (calling).  Bring  her  in  here.  Bill.  Bert,  go  get  Doc 
Windom. 

BERT.  She  don't  look  hurt  to  me.  Got  an  arm  fast  around  Bill's 
neck. 

MAE  (looking  out  window  u  L  c).  What.> 

(bill  comes  in  u  c,  carrying  molly  in  his  arms.  MAE  gasps 
and  draws  hack.) 

JOHN.  What's  happened,  Bill? 

WILLA.  Take  her  upstairs  to  her  bed. 

BILL  (crossing  R  c  with  her,  as  others  follow).  Vm  toting  her 

because  she  wouldn't  come  any  other  way. 
MOLLY.  Please  put  me  down  .  .  . 
BILL.  Then  stay  here,  and  don't  run  any  more,  (molly  obeys, 

as  he  sets  her  down  at  R  c.  She  smooths  her  hair,  willa  leads 

her  to  rocker  DR.) 
WILLA.  Set  there,  and  say  nothing,  (molly  sits  in  rocker.) 
BILL.  Hello,  Mae.  Come  to  call  ? 
MAE   (furiously).  I've  come  for  something  better  than  that. 

(Turns,  to  bert.)  Bert?  ... 
BERT  (making  excuses).  I  was  just  taking  that  ranch  hand  back 

to  Salinas.  He — he's  outside. 
BILL.  Fetch  him  in  here,  (willa,  who  has  been  standing  by 

MOLLY  in  rocker,  turns,  disturbed.) 
WILLA.  Now,  son,  Molly's  in  no  condition 
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BILL.  Molly's  fine.  She's  changed. 

MAE.  How  do  you  mean,  changed? 

BILL.  Maybe  the  kids  are  right.  That  place  up  there  may  have 

some  haunts  after  all.  (Crosses  down  to  molly.) 
BERT.  Say  the  word,  Molly,  and  I'll  cart  him  off  to  Salinas  where 

I  got  him.  He  don't  seem  just  right. 
MOLLY.  You  mean,  the  man's  sick  ? 
BERT.  Not  sick.  More  like  he's  just — tired. 
MOLLY.  Does  he  know  why  you've — brought  him  here? 
MAE  {breaking  in).  No,  he  doesn't.  I  asked  Bert  Munroe  to 

stop  by,  because  my  mother  wants  it  cleared  up,  who  he  is — 

and  so  do  I.  (molly  rises  from  rocker,  slowly.  She  throws 

of  her  shawl.) 
MOLLY.  Then  if  it's  all  right  with  Mrs.  Whiteside,  Bert — 

bring  him  in. 
WILLA.  Molly,  you're  sure  you  want  to? 
MOLLY  {eyes  on  bill).  I'm  sure,  (bert  goes  out  L.  We  hear 

him  call:  "Hey,  Pat,  bring  the  feller  in!"  mae  goes  to  bill. 

All  watch  door  L.) 
MAE.  Bill? 

bill  {watching  molly).  What,  Mae? 
MAE.  I  thought  you'd  be  angry. 
bill  {abruptly) .  We'll  take  it  up  later. 
MAE.  We've  got  to  get  to  Monterey  by  seven.  They  expect  us. 
bill.  They  do?  {Turns  to  her,  frankly.)  Matter  of  fact,  we  can 

take  it  up  right  now,  outside,  (bill  moves  to  door  u  c  and 

waits.  MAE  looks  at  him,  then  crosses  u  c  and  goes  out  on 

porch.) 
WILLA.  I  don't  think  it's  right  to  leave  Molly  alone.  The  man 

might  be  dangerous. 
MOLLY.  I  want  to  see  him  alone. 
BILL.  I'll  be  outside.  {Follows  mae  out  u  c.  MOLLY  moves 

slowly  to  right  of  table  c,  her  eyes  on  door  L.  willa  goes 

toward  stairs  door.  She  looks  back  at  molly  with  compassion, 

then  she  and  john  go  out  u  R.  molly  stands  right  of  table, 

holding  it  for  support.) 
BERT  {off  l).  Somebody  inside  wants  to  see  you,  Jake. 
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VOICE  (off  l).  Wants  to  see  me?  A  lady? 

(GEORGE  MORGAN  comes  through  the  door  L.  //  is  closed  behind 
him;  the  two  are  alone.  He  is  only  six  years  older,  hut  he  looks 
worn  and  tired,  a  gray-haired,  older  man.  He  wears  a  blue 
shirt,  and  his  old  pants  hag  at  the  knees.  He  is  dirty.  But  in 
his  eyes  and  smile,  and  from  the  guitar  slung  over  his  shoul- 
der, we  know  this  is  Molly's  adored  father,  near  the  end 
of  his  wanderings.  He  shows  no  sign  of  recognizing  MOLLY, 
but  sweeps  off  his  battered  hat,  in  a  gesture.) 

father  {his  voice  old).  Always  glad  to  be  of  service  to  the 

ladies,  bless  'em. 
MOLLY  {searching  deeply  into  his  eyes).  I'm  Molly  Morgan. 

Won't  you  come  in  ? 
FATHER  {taking  a  step,  then  stopping) .  Miss  Morgan  ?  {Turns 

away,  looks  over  room.)  Greetings. 
MOLLY  {moving  below  table  to  L  c).  Don't  you  know  me? 

I'm  your  daughter. 
FATHER  {looking  at  old  hat  in  his  hand).  What  would  I  be 

doing — ^with  a  pretty  girl  like  you  for  a  daughter? 
MOLLY.  It's  been  so  long.  . .  .  I've  missed  you,  Father,  (father 

is  silent  a  moment,  molly  waits.) 
FATHER.  I'm  Jake.  I  work  for  Mr.  Munroe.  .  .  .  But  let  me  tell 

you  something,  miss.  If  I  had  to  invent  a  daughter,  I'd 

want  her  to  be  like  you.  {Winks  at  her.) 
MOLLY.  You  won't  have  to  work  any  more. 
FATHER  {the  old,  cocky  smile).  That's  just  what  Mr.  Munroe 

was  saying.  Because  I'm  through — temporarily,  of  course. 
MOLLY.  Father  ... 
FATHER  {taking  step  toward  window  u  L  C,  glancing  out). 

There's    always    one   more   orchard,    over   the   mountain. 

{Turns.)  You'll  excuse  me. 
MOLLY  {desperately,  moving  to  him).  Stay  with  me! 
FATHER.  My  dear  young  lady — I  don't  know  you. 
MOLLY.  You  used  to  bring  us  presents,  Tom  and  me.  From  all 

over.  .  .  .  This  shawl !  {Goes  to  rocker  D  R,  holds  up  Mexican 

shawl.)  Don't  you  remember?  You  said  it  was  from  Yucatan. 
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You  bought  it  in  the  middle  of  a  revolution,  (father  laughs 

— a  good  laugh,  with  something  of  the  young  father  still 

in  it.) 
FATHER.  I  haven't  been  to  Yucatan. 
MOLLY.  You  even  showed  me  how  the  seiioritas  wear  it.  {Puts 

it  on.) 
FATHER.  Did  I?  {Shakes  his  head.)  I'm  sure  your  father  was  a 

wonderful  man,  with  the  sefioritas. 
MOLLY  {tossing  shawl  down  again,  going  to  him,  eagerly).  It 

was  you,  Father. 
FATHER.  Jake. 
MOLLY.  You're  older,  and  you  look  tired,  but  I  know  you.  Don't 

you  know  me.'' 
FATHER.  I'm  sorry,  my  dear.  It's — an  honor.  {Moves  past  her 

/(9  D  R  C,  his  back  to  her.) 
MOLLY  {beginning  to  doubt  herself).  But  you  must  be  my 

father.  You  are,  aren't  you  ?  George  Morgan, 
FATHER.  Named  for  the  famous  pirate,  no  doubt?  {Chuckles, 

glances  over  his  shoulder,  L. ) 
MOLLY.  The  pirate?  {Comes  to  him.) 
FATHER  {turning  to  her).  You  know  about  him.  He  traded  a 

dull  life  ashore  for  a  fortune  of  gold  at  sea — he  stole  and 

robbed,  to  be  free.  {Stops  as  he  sees  molly  smile.) 
MOLLY.  Now  I  know!  {Sincerely.)  I  don't  care  what  you've 

been.  Only  tell  me  you  know  me,  remember  me!  Molly!  All 

the  rest  was  so  many  years  ago.  Father,  (father  pauses, 

looks  in  her  eyes.) 
father.  They  tell  me  you're  the  new  schoolteacher. 
MOLLY.  Yes,  I  am. 
FATHER.  You're  happy  here? 
MOLLY.  Very  happy.  It's  my  first  real  job,  you  see.  These  people 

have  been  good  to  me — like  a  family. 
FATHER  {looking  away) .  And  what  about  your  own  family? 
MOLLY.  My  brother  Tom,  he  went  in  the  Navy.  I've  never  seen 

him  since.  Then  Mother — Mother  died,   (father  lowers 

his  head.)  She  was  never  very  happy.  She  left  us,  too. 
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FATHER.  She  was  all  alone,  your  mother?  (Moves  away  from 
her,  toward  L  c.) 

MOLLY.  Oh,  no !  I  had  to  go  away  to  college,  so  I  could  earn  a 
living.  .  .  . 

FATHER  {pausing,  then  softly) .  And  your  father.  Doesn't  he — 
care  for  you?  (molly  looks  at  him,  blankly.) 

MOLLY.  Papa,  Papa !  It  doesn't  matter  what  you  did.  I  always 
had  you  with  me.  I  knew  you  were  alive,  somewhere.  Why, 
in  my  room  at  night,  I'd  dream  that  you  came  back  to  me,  to 
take  me  out  to  the  opera — you  brought  me  roses  . . .  (father 
stares  at  her.)  Only  it  wasn't  a  dream,  and  you  have  come 
back.  You're  here ! 

father.  Roses?  .  .  .  (molly  runs  to  him,  impulsively.)  I'm  a 
ranch  hand,  miss.  Down  on  my  luck,  to  be  sure.  A  little  shop- 
worn, as  they  say.  However  much  I'd  like  to  help — I  never 
had  a  daughter. 

MOLLY.  Don't  say  that,  please ! 

FATHER.  Mr.  Munroe's  a  busy  man.  (Holds  up  his  hat.)  It's 
been  a  real  pleasure  to  meet  you.  You're — a  very  fine  girl, 
Miss  Morgan. 

MOLLY  (quickly,  desperately).  Why  won't  you  tell  the  truth! 

FATHER.  Do  you — always?  (Takes  her  hand.) 

MOLLY.  How  can  I  make  you  remember  ?  You  never  forgot  us. 
Surely,  you  remember  the  time — I  must  have  been  twelve — 
when  you  brought  me  a  puppy? 

FATHER  (pausing).  A  puppy? 

MOLLY.  I  asked  you  what  kind  of  a  pup  it  was,  and  you  said 

FATHER  (breaking  in,  letting  go  of  her  hand) .  No,  I  don't ! 

MOLLY  (pleading) .  Tom  shouted  at  me,  and  I  dropped  it,  and 
it  died.  And  you  showed  me  how  to  have  a  Chinese  funeral. 

FATHER  (moving  to  below  table  c) .  So  now  I've  been  to  China. 
What  a  remarkable  fellow  I  must  have  been — at  one  time. 

MOLLY  (crying  out,  moving  to  him) .  You  were,  Father!  You've 
always  been.  Please  don't  leave  me  without  saying  you  know 
me.  I'm  Molly!  Whatever  your  reason,  please  don't  desert 
me  all  over  again!  (father  looks  at  her,  troubled.) 
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(BERT,  attracted  by  her  cries,  comes  in  L.  PAT  Humbert  a?jd 
young  JIMMIE  MUNROE,  in  work  clothes,  are  behind  him.) 

BERT.  You  all  right,  Molly? 

PAT.  Is  he  grv'mg  you  trouble? 

JIMMIE  {youthful  scorn).  I  told  you  not  to  let  that  tramp  in 

here,  Pop. 
MOLLY  {turning  on  jimmie).  He's  not  a  tramp!  You  can  call 

him  what  you  like,  but  he's  my  father — and  I  don't  care  who 

knows  it. 
PAT.  Your  father?  ... 
MOLLY.  Yes,  yes !  He's  trying  to  hide  it  because  he  thinks  I'm 

ashamed  of  him. 

BERT.  There  must  be  a  mistake,  Molly 

MOLLY.  There's  no  mistake.  He's  just — afraid  of  you.   {To 

FATHER.)  Aren't  you.  Father?  Because  of  what  they'll  think 

of  me!   (father  walks  past  molly  and  joins  bert  and 

others  at  door  L.) 

(wiLLA  hurries  in  from  u  R,  followed  by  JOHN.) 

WILLA.  Molly,  dear!  What  is  it?  {She  and  JOHN  come  R  C.) 
MOLLY.  I'm  telling  the  truth  for  the  first  time  I  can  remember, 

here. 
WILLA.  Telling  the  truth? 
MOLLY  {crossing  to  willa  and  John)  .  Yes.  He  could  tell  you, 

if  he  wanted  to.  I  lied  to  you,  all  of  you.  (father  stands, 

expressionless,  by  bert.) 

(bill  and  mae  come  in  u  c.  mae  looks  on,  satisfied.) 

bill  {as  they  enter) .  Stay  out  there,  Mae. 

mae.  I  want  to  hear  this. 

molly  {crossing  up  to  bill)  .  Bill.  You  wanted  me  to  face  up  to 
it.  Well,  I  have.  This  man  is  my  father,  (bill  crosses  to 
father,  man  to  man.  molly  comes  l  c.  mae  stands  upstage 
of  table.) 

bill.  Is  your  name  Morgan  ? 

MORGAN.  You  know  my  name.  I'm  Jake,  from  the  bunkhouse. 
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MOLLY.  His  name  is  George  Morgan.  {To  willa.)  We  didn't 
live  in  a  big  white  house,  with  gardens  and  green  lawns  down 
to  the  road.  We  lived  in  a  poor,  unpainted  place,  with  wash- 
tubs  on  the  porch,  because  my  mother  had  to  take  in  washing. 
We  were  nobody. 

WILLA  {her  eyes  opened,  frankly,  standing  right  of  table  c). 
Then  all  that,  Molly,  was — ^plain  lies.'^ 

MOLLY.  They  were  all  lies.  I'm  sorry.  I'm  very  sorry,  (willa 
looks  at  her  searchingly,  then  turns  away.) 

WILLA.  You  lied  to  all  of  us.  Even  John  ? 

MOLLY.  Not  about  school.  That  was  all  true  enough.  {To  MAE, 
her  voice  tinged  with  hardness.)  Mae  Banks  can  tell  you 
about  that.  There's  no  disgrace  in  working  for  an  education. 
I'm  proud  of  that.  But  I  lied  about  Mrs.  Morrits'.  I  wasn't 
a  paying  guest.  I  scrubbed  the  floors  and  emptied  the 
garbage 

JOHN,  Molly,  there's  no  need 


MOLLY.  But  the  rest — my  fine  family,  and  the  opera  and  dances 
and  dresses — they  were  all  lies,  if  you  like.  {Looks  across  at 
FATHER.)  My  fine  father,  too.  Only  I  had  another  name 
for  them. 

MAE  {unpitying) .  I  don't  think  most  people  care  what  you  call 

lying- 

BILL.  Be  quiet,  Mae. 

MAE.  There's  no  need  for  me  to  say  anything  more,  is  there? 

BILL.  Tell  us  the  truth,  now,  Molly.  Or  are  you  daydreaming 
again  ? 

MOLLY.  Tell  them.  Father,  (father  looks  from  one  to  the 
other.)  I'm  not  ashamed.  I  couldn't  be.  Whatever  you  are, 
I'm  proud.  But  please,  tell  them  what  I've  said  is  true.  {All 
turn  to  FATHER,  expectant.  He  looks  at  the  faces,  some  kind, 
others  hostile.  His  mouth  works,  as  if  concealing  his  emotion. 
He  looks  back  at  molly.) 

FATHER  {with  finality).  Sorry,  little  lady.  I've  never  seen  you 
before,   (molly,  heartbroken,  runs  to  embrace  him.) 

MOLLY.  No,  Father!  .  .  . 

FATHER  {releasing  her) .  Now  don't  get  your  nice  dress  dirty. 
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ma'am.  I've  been  down  in  the  orchards.  Trees.  Rows  and 
rows  of  'em.  Like — like  dancers.  Why,  when  the  men  would 
spray  'em,  and  I'd  give  them  a  song  as  we  went  along — it 
was  good  as  a  show. 

BERT.  You'd  be  a  good  worker,  Jake,  if  you'd  be  steady. 

FATHER.  Steady.  {Smiles.)  It's  just  not  the  nature  of  the  beast. 
I  am  beholden  to  you,  keeping  me  this  long.  But  I  guess  I'm 
a  rogue  elephant.  Got  to  keep  trailing  through  the  bush,  on 
my  own. 

MOLLY  {sobbing) .  Tell  him  he  won't  have  to  work  any  more  . . . 

JOHN.  Molly.  It's  not  your  concern. 

MOLLY  {looking  around  at  them).  But  it  is!  Why  won't  any- 
body believe  me.'* 

(MRS.  BANKS  appears  in  the  doorway  u  c,  with  MRS.  munroe. 
MAE  turns  to  them.) 

MRS.  MUNROE.  Willa,  I'm  late 

BERT.  Now,  Sarah,  please  stay  outside,  (mrs.  munroe,  mrs. 

BANKS  and  MAE  have  moved  down  to  above  table.) 
MRS.  MUNROE.  Jimmie,  I  told  you  not  to  let  that  field  hand 

in  Willa's  house. 
MRS.  BANKS.  Well,  Mae?  Tell  me. 
MOLLY.  I'll  tell  you,  Mrs.  Banks.  {Formally.)  I'd  like  you  to 

meet  my  father,  George  Morgan.  I  haven't  seen  him  for  a 

long,   long  time,    (father  stands  without  moving.   MRS. 

BANKS  stops  in  her  tracks,  staring  at  him.) 
MRS.  BANKS  {shocked) .  Well !  ...  If  you'll  pardon  me,  I  must 

say  it's  no  more  than  I  expected  from  the  first. 
WILLA  {rallying).  Cleo,  mind  your  manners.  Molly  Morgan's 

been — facing  the  truth,  she  says. 
MRS.  BANKS  {to  JOHN,  holding  Up  a  paper).  John,  that's  that. 

I  guess  there's  nothing  more  to  be  said,  about  a  substitute. 

There's  her  name.  {Moves  to  JOHN,  R  c.) 
JOHN.  Substitute? 
MRS.  BANKS.  I  Certainly  don't  think  Miss  Morgan  comes  from  a 

background  suitable  to  teach  our  children. 
JIMMIE.  Aw,  Mrs.  Banks! 
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FATHER  {stepping  from  group  at  door  l,  with  a  bow  to  MRS. 
banks)  .  Come  now,  ma'am.  The  young  lady's  deluded  about 
me.  But  anyone  can  see  she's  just  about  "suitable"  for  any- 
thing. 

MRS.  BANKS.  When  I  want  your  opinion,  I'll  ask  for  it. 

FATHER.  My  privilege.  Being  a  man  of  the  road — ^you  can  say 
what  you  like  to  folks. 

BERT.  Come  along,  Jake — it's  time. 

FATHER  {turning  to  him).  Yes,  Mr.  Munroe — it  is  high  time. 
{Takes  up  his  guitar,  strikes  a  chord.  It  rings  in  the  room, 
like  a  call.)  Yarns  to  be  told,  tunes  to  be  sung,  you  might 
say.  Salinas  and  The  Pastures  seem  to  have  had  enough  of 
me  for  now.  "Tomorrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new" 
— as  the  poet  says. 

MOLLY.  Where  will  you  go? 

FATHER.  That's  a  secret  I  don't  tell  pretty  girls.  {Winks.) 

MRS.  BANKS.  I  Can  very  well  imagine. 

FATHER  {to  MRS.  BANKS).  A  man  has  to  keep  a  few  secrets, 
ma'am.  Why,  they're  the  most  valuable  things  in  his  pack.  {A 
tender  look  at  molly.)  Next  to  dreams. 

PAT  {at  door  l).  If  we  hurry,  we  can  get  him  on  the  seven- 
thirty  bus  out  of  town. 

MOLLY  {moving  toward  him) .  Don't  let  them  drive  you  away! 

FATHER.  I  know  in  my  bones,  when  it's  time  to  leave — just 
ahead  of  the  sheriff. 

MRS.  BANKS  {triumphantly).  You  see,  he's  been  in  jail! 

MRS.  MUNROE.  In  jail! 

FATHER  {moving  past  molly  to  left  of  table).  Perhaps,  ladies. 
But  the  "sheriff,"  that's  just  my  name  for  the  ugly  truth. 
{His  eyes  on  willa,  tvho  begins  to  suspect.)  There's  another 
kind,  but  I  guess  you  folks  wouldn't  know  about  that.  It's 
the  real  truth — kind  and  sweet  and  light  as  air.  You  ask  the 
children.  They  know  that.  {Tivangs  his  guitar.)  Now,  if 
you'll  excuse  me,  I've  got  to  see  a  man  about  a  dog. 

molly  (suddenly,  like  a  child).  A  dog?  What  kind  of  a  dog? 

MORGAN  {not  looking  at  her).  Why,  a  dollar-and-a-half  dog. 

{His  voice  uneven,  gallant. )  You  get  a  lot  of  kinds  of  dog — 
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for  a  dollar  and  a  half,   (willa  looks  up,  understanding. 

FATHER  makes  a  sweeping  bow,  tosses  his  battered  hat  on 

his  head  and  goes  out  L.  jimmie  follows.  We  hear  father 

sing,  as  he  goes:) 
father  {o§  l).  "A-rovin,  a-rovin', 

For  rovin's  been  my  m-in  . . . 

(molly  stands,  her  hand  over  her  mouth.) 
"I'll  go  no  more  a-rovin' 
With  you — sweet  maid. . . . 

(molly  starts  to  follow,  bill  restrains  her,  gently.) 
BILL.  He  has  to  go,  Molly. 
MOLLY.  Let  me  go  with  him. 
BILL.  Your  job  is  here.  He  knows. 
MRS.  BANKS  (complaisantly,  sitting  right  of  table  c).  Pardon 

me,  Bill.  Molly's  job  is  up  to  the  Board. 
JOHN.  Then  that's  easy — we're  all  here  but  Shark  Wicks. 
WILLA  {demanding).  Who  says  the  man's  her  father?  He's 

gone. 
BERT,  John,  you  sure  know  how  I  feel  about  Molly.  {Turns  to 

him.)  Pat,  what  about  you? 
PAT  {looking  at  molly  worshipfully) .  Molly  knows  how  I 

feel.  Nobody  else  does — because  I  never  let  on.  I  don't  care 

who  her  folks  are,  or  aren't.  Or  if  she  ain't  got  any.  This  is 

California.  We're  what  we  are.  I'd  sure  hate  to  see  Molly 

Morgan  leave  this  Valley.  {Pauses,  embarrassed,  then  goes 

quickly  out  l.) 
MRS.   MUNROE    {aghast,   staring  after  him).  Why,   I  never 

heard  Pat  Humbert  say  that  many  words  together  in  his  life ! 
BERT.  You  never  gwQ  him  a  chance.  {Moves  over  to  left  of 

table  c.)  Well,  Cleo,  I  guess  you're  licked  again.  The  Board's 

set,  three  of  us.  {To  molly.)  Don't  worry,  Molly.  We'll 

take  care  of  him,  whoever  he  is.  My  men,  they're  going  to 

miss  him. 
MOLLY.  Thank  you,  Bert,  (bert  goes  out  L,  and  we  hear  him 

giving  orders,  off  L.  molly  crosses  L  and  watches  them 

through  door  L.) 
WILLA  {going  to  her,  quietly).  Dreaming  again,  Molly? 
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MOLLY.  I  was  just  thinking  of  a  present  he  left  me. 

WILLA.  Now  don't  let's  start  that  again.  I  never  care  who 

people's  folks  are.  I  just  don't  like  prevaricators.  Your  father 

never  gave  you  a  thing. 
MOLLY  {moving  l  c)  .  Oh,  yes,  he  did !  You  heard  him.  .  .  . 

(Repeats.)  Light  as  air.  Ask  the  children. 
JOHN   {businesslike,  crossing  to  her).  I  hired  you  for  The 

Pastures  School,  Molly  Morgan,  and  I  guess  it's  yours  as 

long  as  you  want  it.  You  feel  all  right.** 
MOLLY.  I  never  felt  stronger.  Ask  Bill. 
BILL.  You  ought  to  spare  yourself — after  that  climb.  {Goes  to 

her,  concerned.  MAE  watches.  MRS.  BANKS  is  also  watching.) 
MOLLY  {a  new  tone) .  I  haven't  got  time.  There's  work  to  do. 
BILL.  What  work? 
MOLLY.  I  guess  all  I  can  say  is,  thanks.  {Holds  out  her  hand  to 

BILL  to  shake,  as  others  watch.) 
BILL.  Is  that  all  ? 
MOLLY.  What  else?  (5*^^^  others  staring  at  them.)  I  meant — 

for  all  you've  done  with  me,  and  put  up  with — 
BILL   {impulsively).  I'll  show  you  what  else!    {Ignores  the 

ofered  hand,  takes  MOLLY  in  his  arms,  for  a  long  kiss.) 
MRS.  BANKS  (m/«^).  Bill  Whiteside!  What  is  this?  {To  MAE.) 

Mae,  what's  been  going  on? 
MAE  {cynically).  I  guess  I  didn't  learn  to  climb  a  mountain. 

(MAE,  hurt,  starts  to  leave  quickly,  u  C  She  meets  the  stu- 
dents on  the  porch.  They  are  talking  excitedly.  MRS.  banks 
follows  MAE  u  c.) 

MRS.  BANKS.  But,  Mae! . . . 

MAE  {brushing  kids  aside).  For  heaven's  sake,  Robbie  Maltby, 

what  are  you  doing  here?  {She  and  MRS.  BANKS  go  out  U  C 

Boys  and  girls  crowd  in  doorway.) 

(SHARK  WICKS  ts  HOW  Seen  hack  of  them,  u  C.) 

MOLLY  {breaking  from  bill).  Robbie!  You  promised  to  come 
back! 
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WILLA.  I'll  handle  them.  You  go  on  with  your  "work."  (^Crosses 

u  c.) 
MOLLY.  Robbie's  expecting  me  to  say  good-by. 
WILLA  {resigned).  Come  on  in — Shark  Wicks,  too.  A  couple 

dozen  more  in  my  dining  room  won't  make  any  difference. 
WICKS.  I'm  here  for  Alice.  Where  is  she.^  (robbie  a7td  other 

boys  and  girls  crowd  into  room,  moving  R  c.  robbie  is  in  his 

father's  cut-down  pants,  carrying  a  bundle,  books  sticking 

out  of  all  his  pockets.) 
ROBBIE.  I  got  to  go  away,  to  San  Francisco. 
MRS.  MUNROE.  San  Francisco.^ 
ROBBIE  {to  her,  apologetically) .  I'm  sorry  I  couldn't  take  those 

pants.  My  father  wouldn't  understand.  But  he  found  out. 
RAY.  His  pa  has  to  get  a  job,  he  says. 
TAKASHi.  Robbie  doesn't  want  to  go  away.  {Girls  titter  as  ALICE 

looks  around  for  jimmie.) 
NETTIE.  They're  his  father's  pants — they're  too  long. 
MOLLY  {crossing  to  him).  You'll  grow  up,  Robbie.  Then  they'll 

fit.  {Dabs  his  face  with  her  handkerchief.)  Won't  he,  Bill? 
BILL  {still  at  L  c).  Why  should  we  let  the  scallywag  get  away 

from  The  Pastures  ? 
JOHN.  He's  got  brains. 

MOLLY.  How  can  we  keep  him,  now?  It's  too  late. 
BILL.  I'm  going  to  need  some  help,  up  at  the  barns. 
WILLA  {overjoyed,  moving  down  to  him  from  u  c) .  Bill  White- 
side, I  could  shake  you!  {She  does.) 
BILL.  Got  the  new  calves.  One  of  'em  might  be  worth  something 

at  the  fair,  one  time — if  a  fellow  knew  how  to  take  care  of 

him.  (ROBBIE  looks  at  molly.  She  beams.)  What  do  you 

say?  Might  even  pay  for  college. 
ROBBIE  {crossing  to  bill).  A  bull  calf?  (bill  nods,  robbie 

breaks  into  a  smile.  Now  molly  joins  them.)  My  own? 
BILL.  Why  not  ?  It's  your  grass  he'll  eat.  I'm  busy. 
MOLLY  {squeezing  bill's  hand).  Stay  here,  Robbie — don't  go 

away.  Help  Mr.  Whiteside's  Pastures  to  grow  up,  with  you. 

{Turns  to  kids.) 
ROBBIE.  I  don't  know  about  my  father.  Who'll  tell  him? 
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